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ACT ONE 


DEEPANKAR: Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. I am 
Deepankar. Some of you may be knowing me already. 
I am quite well up in the social set up in this city. I am 
Number Two in my office. I have got a house, a car, a 
working wife, and a bank balance. You may be finding it 
rather odd that I should be telling you all these at the 
start of the play. But you will see for yourself later how 
important this introduction is. I might as well tell 
you that the whole thing started from a New Year’s 
Greeting Card I had received it from Saroj on the first 
of January. Don’t you worry, I will introduce you to 
Saroj soon. The message on the card read: 


Wishing you 

Peace and Love 

Joy and Success 

And also wishing you 

All that you wish for yourself 
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The card suddenly assumed some significance for me; 
not because it was from Saroj, but because of the message. 
Saroj had wished me all that I wanted for myself. When 
I got the card, I started thinking: what really was it that I 
wanted for myself; what exactly was the aim of my 
life? 

There was a time when I had no doubts in my mind about 
this. Would you believe what I wanted? I wanted to become 
a theatre man. I was then living with Shaw, Ibsen, lonesco 
and Brecht. I wanted the stage to become a part of my life. 
But then what happened? I took my Law degree and joined 
the bar for some time; and then I became an Executive 
of a Company. You perhaps think that this is a very 
common thing. One who wanted to be a poet became a 
clerk; he who wanted to be a doctor became a policeman. 
I had a friend who did not want to be any of these. He used 
to write poetry and wanted to become moonlight. Someone 
became a lawyer instead of a doctor; someone became a 
businessman instead of a poet. But this friend of mine, who 
could not become moonlight... he is now in the lunatic 
asylum. Well, that’s that. lam here before you this evening 
for a very special reason. It is my birthday today. And it is a 
special birthday for me, for 1 will be completing forty 
years. 

Those of you who have not touched this border line of 
middle age will. not understand the horrors of this age. At 
this turning point of your age, everything in your life 
changes. Your hair becomes grey. Your nerves become 
weak. Your waist line expands. Everybody loses faith in 
you. Your own self-confidence gets shaken. You are afraid 
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of heart-attack and have by this time already taken the first 
E.C.G. Your daughter is growing up and you are becoming 
conscious of her virginity. Whatever personal ambitions 
and aims you had, which you believed you would achieve 
one day, you discover suddenly are beyond your reach. 
The evening of your life has started. It is now only a waiting 
for the nightfall. 
This evening of one’s life is also a kind of challenge. At 
this juncture one tries to hold back the last flicker of the 
sunshine. You might have come across the news item about 
the middle-aged bank clerk, who did his regular turn in 
the office for twenty years and led an ideal family life, but 
who one fine morning resigned his job, re-married and 
vanished from the city. Take Paul Gauguin. Suddenly one 
day, he left his home and went far away to pursue his 
painting. I have arrived at such a crucial moment ; I have to 
take the momentous decision today; this very day. Before 
I am forty. If 1 let this day slip by, 1 will get lost in my daily 
existence. The sun will set, and the rest of my life will 
only be one long night. 
I wish to take this decision before you all today, for | 
always loved the stage. 1 want, therefore, that you should 
all be witness to the most important moment of my life. 
Now, do have a look at my state : 

(DEEPANKAR claps, the curtain lifts and the stage inside is 

seen). 

This was my living room. I have rearranged it for today. 
There is in this room only an office desk, a couch and a 
park bench. These symbolise the facets of my life. 
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aerate ater eit tte 


Let me now introduce you to my cast. Sanjoy—(He calls 

Sanjoy). 

(SANJOY comes and shakes hands with him and says: 

‘Hallo, DEEPANKAR’.) 

Hi Boss. (To the audience). This is Sanjoy. My Boss. The 

Number One in my office. And unfortunately my friend, 

too. He has had uninterrupted command over me for the 

last fifteen years. He has a good reputation in our Company, 
and quite popular in the social circle, too. Being unmarried, 
he is specially popular among the other sex. The Ladies’ 

Man. 

(sSANJoOY smiles and goes over to the office desk). 

SHEILA—(He calls Sheila). 

(SHEILA comes and says: ‘what is it now’ ?) 

This is Sheila, my wife. My better half for fifteen long 
years. From the time 1 brought her home, she has been 
holding the key to my life. She is also the Principal of the 
Women's College here. 

(SHEILA goes over and sits on the couch). 

SAROJ—(He calls, but when she does not appear) Rose: Rose. 

(SAROJ comes and says) : ‘My name is Saroj, not Rose’. 

O.K. Saroj; call a Rose by any other name. This is Saroj. 

My friend for twenty years. 

SARO}: Nineteen years. 

DEEPANKAR: All right. If you wish, I can tell you exactly 
how many years, how many months, how many days 
and how many hours. I reinember exactly when I met 
you for the first time. 

(SARO} sits on the park bench. DEEPANKAR tells the 
audience) ‘I’ve something to tell you’. (He then touches 
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the switchboard. The stage becomes dark, leaving only a 

spot of light on Deepankar.) Whatever I said about them 

was only apparently so. For me, they have different 
characters. Looking at them, you cannot imagine that 
they only are the ones responsible for my present state. 

I would like to make them pay for this. 

(DEEPANKAR touches the switch and the light focuses on 

SANJOY who is turning the pages of a file and is dialling.) 
This is my boss Sanjoy. Much my inferior in education and 
intelligence. And that is perhaps why he tries to boss over 
me all the time and is rude to me before others. But I 
cannot do a thing. He has a very good reputation in the 
Company. He gets all the credit for the rising curve of 
sales which is due to my efforts. And besides, I think he 
has by now become quite close to Sheila. I think I will 
some day shoot this fellow. 

(The light next falls on SHEILA, who is reading a magazine 
and buffing her nails.) 

This is my good wife Sheila. I think Sheila has married 
me only for her social security. She is from a rich family ; 
she gets a good salary; but she too needs a social crutch. 
She needs a husband like me to drive the car, take her to 
the cinema, call the doctor when she is ill, and to order him 
about in the presence of friends. So this is Sheila, who has 
only demands on me. Demand on my time, on my cheque 
book, demand on my body. She is a symbol of exploitation 
for me. 

(The light now falls on SAROJ who is busy knitting a 


sweater.) 
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Women’s loving is like a fire; whoever it touches gets 
burnt. I think Saroj will burn me down to ashes. Il know her 
for twenty years, but 1 suppose she had known me for 
centuries, and had me marked out. 1 became a different 
person after knowing her. The first twenty years of my life 
were blotted out. My whole universe changed after I got 
to know her. My friends, my parents, my surroundings, all 
became unreal for me. Only Saroj remained the reality. 

Saroj has enveloped me like a sweater from which I have 
no escape. But I cannot bear this torture of love any longer. 
I have decided to escape from this fire. 

(DEEPANKAR becomes quieter. There is silence, but for his 
heavy breathing. SARO}j comes over to him. The stage gets 
lighted. SANJOY and SHEILA too join him. DEEPANKAR be- 
comes conscious of the surrounding, and tries to regain control 
of the situation.) 

Do sit down. I am going to tell you why I have invited you 

here today. 

SHEILA: Everyone knows it is your birthday today. 

SANJoY: At the right time, I will say ‘Happy Birthday’ and 
will give you my small present. 

DEEPANKAR: Oh no. This is not an ordinary birthday. This 
is my fortieth birthday. And this day is very significant 
for me. 

SANJOY: Are you planning something special, instead of 
lighting forty candles? 

DEEPANKAR: I have something important to tell you today. 

SANJoY: Some Birthday Resolution? Like giving up drinks 
for twenty-four hours? 


DEEPANKAR: No, it is not something sO commonplace as 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


ACT ONE 7 


oranda aera err enaee iee 


that. I am going to do something which will give a new 
turn to my life. 

SHEILA: Let me come back from the hostel ; we will listen 
to you while you cut the birthday cake. 

DEEPANKAR: You can't be going away now. Not on my 
birthday. 

SHEILA: I have to go, but I'l] be back in no time. 

DEEPANKAR: You want to desert me at this important 
moment of my life? 

SHEILA: I will be away just for a few minutes. (Satirically) 
you will find me beside you at that momentous time. 
When you cut the cake, I will pass on the knife to you. 

DEEPANKAR: (in anger) The revolver may be, not the knife. 

SHEILA: Give me the car keys. 

DEEPANKAR: (holds on to the brief case) No. you will not 
leave the house today. You will listen to me at least for 
today. 

SHEILA: I have got urgent work. 

DEEPANKAR: Just today; for tomorrow will be a new day, 
and everything will be different. 

SHEILA: You need not talk in riddles. I must go. 

SANJOY: Why don’t youstay back, Sheila, when Deepankar 
is So insistent? 

SHEILA: No. Give me the keys. 

(SHEILA extends her hand for the keys. DEEPANKAR holds 
back. The situation becomes tense. SANJOY does not know what 
to do. SAROJ comes to rescue.) 

SARO]: (to sSANJOY) Please go and reach Sheila to her hostel. 
(DEEPANKAR is about to object, but keeps quiet. SANJOY is 
happy to escape from the situation. SHEILA looks at DEEPANKAR 
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and SAROJ and goes out with SANJOY.) 

DEEPANKAR: Did you notice what sort of domestic life lam 
going through? 

SARO}: This is a necessary part of married life. But you 
should have given the car keys to Sheila. 

DEEPANKAR: But why? Is it because she owns the car fifty 
per cent. 

SAROJ: Not everything can be measured by percentages. 

DEEPANKAR: But Sheila has got everything measured. Fifty 
per cent in everything. In me, in my whole personality, 
in my brief case. 

SAROJ: What have you got in the brief case that you are 

holding on to it? 

DEEPANKAR: (Putting the brief case on the table) What do you 
mean? The brief case is me. Look at my name on it. 
Sometimes, I feel it is not my name, it is the name of 
the brief case, and I am only carrying it. (opens it) Car keys, 
Cheque book, Proofs of our social standing, Passport. The 
validity will expire in three months, but I have not been 
able to go abroad. Car licence, key for the locker. I have 
forgotten what exactly is there in the locker, but when- 
ever I look at the key, 1 feel it is not the key for a locker, 
it is the key to my security itself. Insurance policy, 
sustenance for an uncertain future. Deed of our house. 
Diners’ Club card. Revolver licence. And the house keys. 

SAROJ: What more do you want? You have got everything 
that one wants. Anybody will be jealous of such a brief 
case. 

DEEPANKAR: That is not correct, Saroj, that is absolutely 
wrong. Nobody is jealous about a black brief case. He 
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becomes jealous to see his dreams come true in another 
person's life. Jealousy is a relative thing. Can you believe 
that I was once jealous of one of my employees? I had 
some urgent work and had gone to pick him up from his 
house. He came out of the house and got into the car 
with me after speaking to his wife who was standing 
outside. I do not know what he said, but in that moment, 
I could feel that they love each other very dearly. I do 
not know why I had this feeling. Maybe it was something 
in his wife’s eyes, or the way she was standing. But I did 
become very jealous of this man that day. Jealous of my 
own subordinate. And I started being rude to him 
from that day. 

SAROJ}: I think love always remained a mystery for you. 
(DEEPANKAR becomes inattentive, and starts playing with a 
packet of papers in the brief case.) Whatever happened to 
you? (DEEPANKAR keeps quiet.) What are the papers in 
your hand? 

DEEPANKAR: These are the charters of my liberty. Passport 
to my freedom. 

SAROJ: What liberty? Freedom from whom? 

DEEPANKAR: From myself... from the confines of this 
brief case. Well let’s leave that alone. Do you know, I 
thought you won’t come. 

SARO]: That’sa lie. You very well knew that I’ would come. 
Or else you would not have asked me to come. 

DEEPANKAR: Does your husband know that you are coming 
here? (SAROJ keeps quiet.) What lies did you tell him? 
And to your daughter? 

SAROJ : Now tell me why you asked me to come. 
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DEEPANKAR: Have patience. I will speak only when all of 
you are here. 

SARO] : What would you say that needed such a dramatic 
arrangement? 

DEEPANKAR: This is no drama. It is the real thing of my 
life. 1 want to prove today that whatever has happened in 
my life so far was only a bad dream. What you are seeing 
of me now is not the real me. I was an angel. When 1 fell 
on the earth, I was burdened with a carcass on my 
shoulder, and that dead body is Deepankar. For years, 
1 have been carrying my burden from city to city, from 
desert to desert. 1 will intern the corpse today, and 
from the grave will sprout a spring. 1 will become an 
angel again. 

SAROJ: You always had a fascination for dramatics. You 
are now talking as if this is a studio floor and unseen 
movie cameras are working around you. Once you were 
thinking of going in for the theatre, isn’t it? 

DEEPANKAR: Yes, but it never happened that way. When 
I had decided to give up everything to dedicate myself 
to the stage, 1 got the appointment letter of this 
Company. I had many responsibilities, and had to take 
this job. 

SARO}: What responsibilites? Others’ responsibilities or 
your own security? Or is it that you always wanted such 
a life only. 

DEEPANKAR: Even you misunderstand me, Saroj. I think 
my life will come to an end, but no one will understand 
me. 

SAROJ: Had I not understood you, 1 would not have 
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accepted your strange invitation to come here. 

DEEPANKAR: Did you come out of sympathy for me? 

SAROJ: I think it is you who never understood me. 

DEEPANKAR: Is not understanding each other love? Didn’t 
someone say that a long time back? Did you tell me that? 
Or is it I who had told you? Do you mean to say I never 
loved you? 

SARO]: Love needs courage. Cowards cannot fall in love. 
All right, before they return, please tell me why you 
asked me to come. 

DEEPANKAR: If I say, come, let’s leave everything and go 
away. ... 

SARO]: Aren't you forgetting that you had already said this 
several years back? You were younger then, lean and 
hungry looking. You had come out of the University; 
the future was uncertain, but romantic for you. You 
did not have a brief case in your hand then. I was only a 
girl of eighteen. I had just given up wearing frocks for 
sari. | was inexperienced; and trusted everybody. I 
liked reading romances, and loved dreaming. For me 
the whole universe was full of colours. You remember 
what I had told you then? Do you remember? 

DEEPANKAR: Leave it alone, Saroj. I am tired today. It is 
the tiredness of many years, and of the many failures of 
my life. Sit by my side, please. 

(Both sit on the park bench. SAROJ puts her hand on 
DEEPANKAR’S.) 

SAROJ: Iam sorry. I did not mean to hurt you. 

DEEPANKAR: You are perhaps thinking that the decision 
I could not take eighteen years back cannot be taken 
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even today. Is that so? 

SAROJ: Let’s forget it. Now tell me about yourself. Of 
your eighteen years. 

DEEPANKAR: I am eighteen years older. 1 think 1 will go 
on ageing like this, and will die before I can keep my 
promises. I am now afraid of death. I am reminded of 
death when I am alone by the seaside, when I look at the 
skies, when I hear the temple bells. I think, he who 
does not know how to live dreads death most. For me 
death has many faces: invalid passport, bank overdraft, 
insurance policy with overdue instalments, empty 
locker. Look at me. I am sitting beside you, but I am 
conscious that I am getting on in age. I am telephoning 
and getting five minutes older. I am talking to you, but 
my years are adding on with each tick of the clock. I 
am getting bald, my waist line is expanding, and my 
muscles are slackening. 

SAROJ: You are doing your best though to keep young. 

DEEPANKAR: That's right. lam dyeing my hair. Il am taking 
tonics. | am careful about my dress. 

SAROJ: But to what end are your rejuvenation efforts? 

DEEPANKAR: Iam beaten. I console myself that I have been 
able to keep my body and mind young. But when 1 look 
at the mirror, I know what the truth is. You see my 
eyes? I cannot deceive them. They tell me from inside 
the mirror: all your efforts to stay young have gone 
waste. 

SAROJ: We are getting into a serious discussion. Tell me 
about your domestic life. How is Babloo? 

DEEPANKAR: He is in Darjeeling. He is going on sixteen. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


ACT ONE 13 


He should be a little older than your daughter. When 
Babloo was with us I thought he was my future, and the 
only object of my life was to look after him. But what is it 
now that he is away? A letter once a week. Holidays 
once a year. He is only another sign of my increasing age. 

SAROJ: Children can be a bridge in domestic relationship. 
I cannot think of my family life without my children. 

DEEPANKAR: You are perhaps thinking of Sheila and me. I 
also thought that Babloo will be a bridge to bring us 
together. But between me and Sheila, it was not a stream 
to be spanned. There was the expanse of the seven seas 
between us. A turbulent sea in which Babloo was drown- 
ed like a small boat. 

SAROJ: That is very cynical. 

DEEPANKAR: Eighteen years is a long time. A gap of a 
whole generation. I was happy eighteen years back. All 
my ambition was only to get a letter from you. Life was 
a waiting from one letter to another. 

sAROJ: Why did it all change? 

DEEPANKAR: Because all dreams have to come to an end. 

SAROJ: Do you think it was only a dream. 

DEEPANKAR: I tell myself that it was not a dream. But I 
know that is not true. I held my future in my hands. I 
could have achieved whatever I wanted. From the cross- 
road, I could have walked to any destination. But I let the 
futureslip between my fingers. I stayed onat the crossroad. 
But why? 

SARO]J: Maybe because you were a coward. 

DEEPANKAR: I think you are right. It is a sin to be a coward. 
But I’m going to propitiate for my sin today. 
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SARO}: (to lighten the situation). If you are thinking of getting 
initiated bv some Swamiji, you could have informed me 
in a letter. 

DEEPANKAR: No, it is a much more important decision 
I am going to take. 

SAROJ: Please tell me now what you have to say. I can still 
make the last train. 

DEEPANKAR: Let them come back. All of you are involved 
with my decision. You must stay till the end. 

SAROJ: You know that having come, I am going to stay. 

DEEPANKAR: But why did you come? To prove your 
generosity towards me? 

SAROJ: It’s not such an unusual thing to accept an invitation 
for a birthday party. 

DEEPANKAR: But it is my birthday. What if your husband 
. . «it may bring unhappiness in your domestic life. 

SAROJ: 1 see, you understand all that. If you thought of it, 
pray tell me why you asked me to come. 

DEEPANKAR: Maybe, I am selfish. But I wil! always consider 
myself responsible if this brings unhappiness in your life. 
Do tell me, are you happy? Are you content in life ? 

SARO}]: If 1 say yes? 

DEEPANKAR : What is the definition of happiness? What is 
the definition of peace? What is the definition of love? 
SAROJ: You don’t have to comprehend everything through 

definitions. 

DEEPANKAR: But what have I not done to comprehend it? 
For realising peace, I have read scriptures, I’ve gone to 
temples and brothels, and have taken to drinking. 
Volumes of books, bottles of drinks and mountains of 
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flesh—nothing could lead me to that definition. I find my 
life shortening, but I am as far away from the comprehen- 
sion of peace, love and happiness as I ever was. I think 
I will now have to use the gun. 

SAROJ: You are unnecessarily getting excited. (DEEPANKAR 
is tense. He takes a small bottle from his pocket and swallows a 
pill. He becomes calm. He had stood up, but now goes back to 
sit near SAROJ.) Tranquilliser? 

DEEPANKAR: Yes. 

SARO}]: Are you taking these regularly? What does the 
doctor say? 

DEEPANKAR: The doctor has forbidden, but I can’t help it. 

SAROJ: But why? 

(DEEPANKAR takes out a pill from the bottle and shows it 
to her.) 

DEEPANKAR: Why do you go to the temple? To the theatre? 
To the fair? Why do people drink? Why do people 
dream? Look at this small pill. Miles of snow, and moon- 
light on the white expanse of it. It is nightfall. (He turns 
round the pill.) Look at the other side—the unending 
ocean, and the limitless beach. Waves after waves after 
waves. There is nothing here except the feeble wail of 
the dying surf. (He puts it to his ear) Listen, night descends 
now. Everything is getting quiet. Only the ding dong of 
the temple bells. From far and far away, only the jingle 
is floating back. 

(Absentminded, DEEPANKAR takes the other pill also. All 
is quiet. The park bench gets flooded in blue light. DEEPANKAR 
is now completely calm.) 


Do you remember when we met for the first time? 
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SARO]): Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: 1 do not remember your birthday, but I do 
remember the date of our first meeting. You were born 
for me that day. 31st July, college library. 

SARO}: No. not the library. It was on the lawn outside. 

DEEPANKAR: Who was it who introduced us? I do not 
remember. I remember nothing. 1 remember only you. 

sARO}: It was only for a short time. I was in a hurry to go 
to the class. 

DEEPANKAR: Then we met again. After quite some time. 

sSARO}: 20th August. I was coming out of the cinema hall. 

DEEPANKAR: Your inseparable friend was also there with 
vou. | wanted to talk to you, but it was not to be. 

SARO}: You had many friends with you. There was also a 
small girl. She had a blue frock and was holding your 
hand. 

(The telephone on the office desk rings and DEEPANKAR 
lifes it.) 

DEEPANKAR: Yes, Deepankar, 1 know. 1 got the file with 
me. Yes, 1 will remember. Eight in the morning. All 
right. Thank you. (As he walks back from the phone to the 
park bench.) Everything would be changed between 
tonight and tomorrow morning. Let us now swim back 
twenty years on time’s ocean. 

sARO}: But that is impossible. 

DEFEPANKAR: No. We have now reached the cinema hall, 
you see. It is drizzling outside. We are waiting for a taxi. 

sARO}: The girl is crying for ice-cream. 

DEEPANKAR: Suddenly you got into a taxi and left. 

AKO: And then? 
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DEEPANKAR: We are now swimming. 

SARO}: Do you see the light house? 

DEEPANKAR: Far away. We are only tossing about in the 
waves. Then we met for the third time. 

SARO}: Third, fourth, fifth time. Many encounters. 

DEEPANKAR: And many waitings. 

SARO}: And then my holidays came. I stayed back in the 
hostel. 

DEEPANKAR: I met you in your hostel. But before that I 
had received your letter. 

SAROJ: You came exactly at three. 

DEEPANKAR: When I arrived, you were in the visitors’ 
room knitting a sweater. You remember what is the 
first thing you told me? ‘I did not think you will come’. 
You remember what I said? 

SAROJ: ‘Instead of three O’clock in the hostel, if you had 
asked me to meet you in the tiger’s cage in the zoo at 
12 in the night, 1 would have come.’ 

DEEPANKAR: The clock tower struck three at this time. 
You adjusted your watch. It was three minutes late. 
After some silence, I said, ‘Come, let’s go out’. After 
saying that I hesitated, for I had not thought of where 
we could go. But you said, ‘let’s go’. I said, ‘where to’ ? 

SARO]J: Anywhere. River bank, park, coffee house. 

DEEPANKAR: It might rain now. 

SARO}: Then a movie. 

DEEPANKAR: It is late for the show. 

SARO}: We can see the movie half way. Will you stand up? 
(DEEPANKAR stands up; SARO} takes his measurements for 
the sweater.) No, this is not for you. It is for my brother, 
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who is of your build. 

DEEPANKAR: Oh. Then it rained. It rained heavily. We 
could not go out that day. 

sSARO]: You were relieved. But then some days later you 
came and asked me to go out with you. 

DEEPANKAR: River bank, park, movies, coffee house. 

sro]: Many short encounters. 

DEEPANKAR : Many small talks. 

SARO}: Restless waitings. 

DEFPANKAR: And all of a sudden, rains. (Both remain quiet 
for some time.) You remember the restaurant we were 
sitting in when I asked you if you believed in God. 

sARO}: At that time, there was a procession on the road 
outside. 1 said it must be a wedding procession. When 
we looked out, we discovered that it was a funeral 
procession. 

DEEPANKAR: You said that you believed in destiny. 

SARO}: And then? 

DEEPANKAR: We just ordered coffee. 

(Some more quiet.) 
Many such moments. Many such days. And many 
such vears. 

sARO}: Many a chit-chat, and many a misunderstanding. 

DEEPANKAR: And then understanding each other. I dis- 
covered, my life had turned a full circle. I had a goal in 
life. 

SARO}: Was not that unreal? 

DEEPANKAR: No; it was all very real for me. The touch of 
the first love was my life’s fulfilment. To be near someone 
was life's goal. House was where the park bench was. 
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SARO]J: Was n't it just like this bench? 

DEEPANKAR: No; it was a rickety old one. Broken at one 
corner. 

(SARO] looks at the bench, and moves closer to DEEPANKAR, 

as if the corner was broken. She put her hand on DEEPANKAR'S.) 

SARO]J: There was a tree near the bench. You used to hang 
your coat on one of the broken branches. (DEEPANKAR 
takes off his coat and puts it on the bench. SAROJ puts her 
handon DEEPANKAR’S sweater.) Twenty years is a long time. 

DEEPANKAR: You were wearing a pink sari that day. I 
noticed that all the girls of the city had pink dresses. 
Including the roses in the park. I thought you would not 
come, for the newspapers had that morning reported 
a murder near the park. 

SAROJ: But I did come in time. 

DEEPANKAR: You had a packet in your hand, and it had 
this sweater. 

SARO]J: It was you who arrived late. I was wondering if 
you would come at all. 

DEEPANKAR: You know why I was late. 

SAROJ: Your Professor had died of heart failure. But 
looking at you it was difficult to know. 

DEEPANKAR: That is because I never had any sentiments 
about death. 

SARO}: I think you never had any sentiments about any- 
thing. 

DEEPANKAR: You remember what you had asked me then? 

SAROJ: Let's forget it. 

DEEPANKAR: (in agitated voice) You asked me: ‘Have you 
ever been in love’ ? You remember what I said? 
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sARO]: Leave it alone please. 

DEFPANKAR: | said. ‘What is the definition of love’? 

(SaROJ puts her hand on DEEPANKAR'S shoulder) 

sArO}: It’s late; let us go inside. 

(They both get up and walk towards the couch. Light comes 
on the couch, revealing SHEILA sitting there. SHEILA looks 
at them. SARO} goes back to the park bench) 

DFEPANKAR: You returned rather early. 

sHgriA: | had to. It is your birthday today, a special 
birthday, and you are going to perform a miracle. We 
are all eagerly waiting for the miracle. 

DEEPANKAR: Where is Sanjoy? 

sHeILA: He dropped me and went to the club. 

DEEPANKAR: Club? But he has to be here. 

sHeILA: Don't worry, he will come back soon. Ring up 
the club if you like. There is a big party in the club. 

DEEPANKAR: You also wanted to go to the club, didn’t 
vou? 

SHEILA: You can read my mind, I see. 

DFEPANKAR: Ihave never been curious about your mind. 

sHtsLAa: Have you ever been curious about me? What I 
do, what 1 think, who 1 go out with. Have you ever 
been interested to know? 

DEEPANKAR: Do you think I should be prying into your 
personal life? 1 think suspicion is the greatest bane of 
married life. If two people staying together cannot 
understand each other . 

sMtiLA: But that would be love. 

DFEPANKAR: What do you know about love? You only 
know suspicion. You know jealousy. Women are really 
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strange creatures. Either they love, or they hate. 
Liking or else complete disregard. We have been 
married for fifteen years. What did we get out of it ? 

SHEILA: What did you want out of marriage that you did 
not get? 

DEEPANKAR: I got married since one has to marry. I did 
not expect anything out of marriage, the same way as I 
did not expect anything out of life itself. 

SHEILA: Why then the regret? 

DEEPANKAR: What did you want out of marriage? 

SHEILA: At least some companionship, if not love. What 
did I get ? An existence where there are walls and walls. 
Two worlds on the same bed. 

(The telephone rings. SHEILA gets up to take the phone. 
DEEFPANKAR stops her. The phone rings for some time and 
then stops.) 

It could be an important call. 

DEEPANKAR: There is nothing important for me today. 
I do not want to recognise any truth except myself. 

SHEILA: Please come to me. Why are you always so formal 
towards me? 

DEEPANKAR: Where do you think the call was from? 
Could it be from the office? 

SHEILA: That you will find out tomorrow. 

DEEPANKAR: Could be from the office. (He goes to the 
telephone and dials. There is no reply and he comes back to 
SHEILA.) There is no reply. No one in the office. 

SHEILA: Babloo’s letter came today. 

DEFPANKAR: Didit? 

SHEILA: Won't you like to read it? He has written many 
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funny things. 

DEEPANKAR: You perhaps do not know that the teachers 
write these letters on the black board and all the children 
copy them and post them home. All parents get similar 
letters with many funny things from their children. 

SHEILA: Whatever it is, it is after all Babloo who has 
written to us. 

DEEPANKAR: You are right. This is true of all the love 
letters that get written. They too are no one’s original 
writing. These are either from some famous book or 
copied from the dialogue of some film hero. (DEEPANKAR 
does not take the letter and SHEILA puts it back in her bag.) 

If you analyse, you will find that there is nothing original 

in this world. It is as if someone has written down on the 

blackboard that you have to live such a life, and we all do 
live such a life. Sometimes 1 feel that my life would have 
been no different if 1 had married someone else. 

SHEILA: But why did you marry me? 

DEEPANKAR: You know the circumstances. 

SHEILA: If you had wanted... 

DEEPANKAR: If only had I wanted, I could have done many 
things. 1 could have touched the sky. I could have held 
sun, moon and stars in my hands. Had I wanted, 
I could have become moonlight. I think I can, even today, 
do something I want. Only today. 

(DEEPANKAR had got up while talking. He now sits down 

tired.) The pain in my head has started. 

SHEILA: (touches his forehead). You should consult a doctor; 
I have been repeatedly telling you. 

DEEPANKAR: No, it will be all right now. (SAROJ comes and 
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gives him a tablet from her bag.) 

SHEILA; What tablet? 

SARO}: Aspirin. For headache. 

SHEILA: Oh, my God! It took me fifteen years to find out. 
To call a headache a pain inside the head is perhaps 
Deepankar’s way of speaking. (SANjoY enters. All the 
lights go on.) 

sANJOY: Let's go to the club. Wonderful party there. 
The club is overflowing. This is no time to sit here. 

DEEPANKAR: Today is my birthday. 

SANJoY: Let's be done with your birthday quick, and 
then we go to the club. I want to win all the prizes in 
the party games today. 

DEEPANKAR: Forget the club and listen to me, please. 

sSANjoY: I must go back. I have a bet to settle. 

DEEPANKAR: Can't you keep away from the club just one 
day? 

sAaNJory: All right. Do start your birthday. You are 
supposed to perform a miracle today, isn’t it? Let’s 
have the miracle. It’s getting delayed. 

DEEPANKAR: Nothing will get delayed today. 1 have 
stopped the sun on its tracks. The sun does not set until 
I have had my resurrection. 

SANJOY: Wonderful dialogue (he claps his hands). Let's 
have a drink on this. 

DEEPANKAR: Club, drink, party games. Can't you stay 
away from these even for a day? 

(SANJOY goes to the telephone). How simple is life for some 

prvople. Office and club, club and office. No problems, no 

complications. Air-conditioned office, air-conditioned 
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bar. File and chota peg. Small lives are being measured 

into small pegs and these people are drowning them 

unhesitatinglv. 
(SANJOY says: ‘Just a minute, DEEPANKAR', and 
DEEPANKAR goes to him.) 

SANJjOY: You have got the sales figures file with you? Do 
bring the file to the office tomorrow. 

DEEPANKAR: I refuse to discuss official matters with you 
now. This is my house, not the office. 

SANjoY: Well. Well. 

DEEPANKAR: And in this house, | am Number One. Not 
vou. 

SANJOY: The Managing Director is coming tomorrow. 
So... 

DEEPANKAR: For heaven's sake Sanjoy, stop telling me 
about the office. 1 have spent fifteen long years of my 
life in the air-conditioned room of your office. A small 
room into which nothing enters except sales figures. A 
room devoid of the light of the sun, colours of the sky 
and the fragrance of the breeze. Fifteen years of my life. 
When I entered the room, 1 was young. I had hopes and 
ambitions. 1 used to write poetry then. Will you see the 
poems I wrote? 

(DEEPANKAR looks in the table drawers. When he pulls 
out his hand and opens his fingers, there is a revolver in it.) 

SANJOY: Look, you got the revolver instead of your poems. 

DEEPANKAR: That is right. Fifteen years can turn poems 
into revolvers. 

sANjoY: 1 hope it is not loaded. 

({DEEPANKAR breaks it open, looks inside and says : 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


ACT ONE 25 


‘loaded’ and puts it in his pocket.) 

DEEPANKAR: In fifteen years, you squeezed everything 
out of me. My memories, my dreams, my youth, my 
individuality. 

SANJOY: You are forgetting the compensation. You are 
getting a fat salary. You got a house. A car. 
Security. All thanks to our Company. God bless our 
Company. 

DEEPANKAR: Salary, house, car, security. Is life confined 
to these only? 

SANJOY: What else do you want in life? 

DEEPANKAR: Tell me about yourself. You are the top 
man in our office. Have you achieved all that you 
wanted. 

sANJOY: I do not know what I wanted, but I am quite 
happy. I have no regrets. 

DEEPANKAR: I think it is only the morons who are happy. 

SANJOY: Stop your philosophy, please. Aren’t you happy 
in your job? Ours is a reputed firm. Good salary. 
Bonus. Prospects of promotion. What more can one 
ask for? 

DEEPANKAR: You won’t understand, for you have no 
salvation. You will rust away in your office room. You 
will not see the light of the sun, nor see the colour of 
the sky. Future generations will one day discover your 
corpse from under the sales figure files. 

SANJoY: That's ghastly talk. 

DEEPANKAR: Nothing is more ghastly than the bare truth. 
When I expose the truth before you, you will find how 
grim it is. 
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SANJOY: I think you are having the strain of work. Why 
don’t you take some leave? 

DEEPANKAR: You have now started acting the benevolent 
boss. 

sANJOY: Well, I’m serious. I may have to force you to go 
on leave. And! have a surprise for you too. 

DEEPANKAR: What do you all want to prove? That you are 
a generous boss? Sheila an ideal wife? Saroj a suffering 
friend? I think you are all using me as an instrument to 
display your goodness. 

SANJOY: You are going soft in the head. 

DEEPANKAR: You are all selfish. Whatever you have told 
me were all lies. 

(The telephone rings. DEEPANKAR does not attend to it. 
He stops SANJOY going to the telephone.) 

SANJOY: You should have taken the call. Could be from 
the Office. 

DEEPANKAR: You are not only a slave of your Company, 
you are a slave of the telephone too. For you it is a little 
black god. Do you know what I feel like sometimes? I 
want to hang myself with the telephone wires. 

(They all gather round DEEPANKAR.) 

SHEILA: Let me now get the cake. 

sANJoOY: I should also be getting along now. We could all 
go to the club. 

SARO]}: I can even now catch the last train. 

DEEPANKAR: Nobody leaves now. You have to stay on till 
your trial is over and I have handed down the verdict. 

SANJOY: What trial? 

DEEPANKAR: You have all conspired to destroy me. 
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SANJOY: Stop this nonsense, please. 

DEFPANKAR: I am the judge. I will try you for your crimes. 
I have no peace till I punish you all. You may now confess 
in your own interest. (They all want to go to their respective 
places.) 

No one makes a move. I will give you exactly ten minutes. 

I have got full-proof evidence against each one of you. 

You have no escape today. (He gestures dramatically at his 

brief-case) All the evidence is in there. 

(They all gather round the brief case on the table. All lights 
go off except the one on DEEPANKAR. He now speaks to the 
audience.) 

See, how scared they are. They know that their guilt 

will be proved, beyond doubt. But do you think they will 

confess? They will think over it, and counsel among 
themselves. But I know they will not confess. I will have 
to go through the trial. 

(DEEPANKAR leaves the stage.) 
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(When the curtain rises after ten minutes, the three are 
still standing around the brief case. They now go back to their 
respective places. SHEILA looks at her watch.) 

SHEILA: It is already ten minutes. Where is Deepankar? 

SANJOY: I am going to confess. (SHEILA and SAROJ look 
at him amused.) Ten minutes gone and I am going to, 
confess of my own free will. I, Sanjoy, of sound mind, 
confess that it was a terrible mistake on my part to have 
come here. I also confess that never before had I at- 
tended such a birthday party. I also vow that never again 
shall I attend such a party in future. 

SHEILA: (raises her hand as if in oath). I, Sheila Deepankar, 
swear in the name of God that all this was Deepankar’s 
doing. 1 did not have an inkling of this. 

SANJoY: Many thanks, should not the accused now be 
honourably acquitted? And may I leave, please? 

SAROJ: Deepankar should be coming now. When we 
have waited for so long... . 
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sANjOY: The ten minutes are up. The court should adjourn 
now. 

SHEILA: If vou leave now, you will be guilty of contempt. 

SANJOY: I will wait for just five more minutes. 

SHEILA: What do we do now? 

sANJoY: 1 wish 1 had gone to the club. They are having 
wonderful party games. 

SHEILA: Why don't we play some games? 

sANJOY: Let's have a guessing game. Let’s guess what 
Deepankar proposes doing today. (ro SHEILA) Your guess? 

SHEILA: I think —well, it is a game, and we could imagine 
something really absurd, 1 suppose. I think Deepankar 
will renounce the world and become a Sannyasin. 

sANJjoY: The other day I had seen a book with him— ‘Life 
after Death’. Do you think he will call himself Swami 
Deepankar Saraswati? 

SHEILA: Will you take initiation from him? 

sANJoY: Only if he can perform the miracle of walking 
on water. 

SHEILA: What do you think Deepankar wants to do? 

sSANJoY: He might be planning to oust me and take my 
place in the company. 

SHEILA: Or to divorce me. 

SANJOY: Or suicide. Just to know what happens after 
death. 

SHEILA: He won't commit suicide. He will commit 
‘harakiri’. He always had a flare for the theatrical. He 
might be thinking he is the last samurai. 

SANJOY: Didn't he mention about hanging himself with 
the telephone cord? 
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SHEILA: How ghastly! 

SANJOY: One could commit suicide by taking an overdose 
of sleeping pills. 

SHEILA: Deepankar has a bottle of sleeping pills in his 
pocket. 

SANJOY: He also has a loaded revolver in his pocket. 

SHEILA: He will choose that which is more dramatic. 

SANJOY: Any suicide can be made to appear dramatic. 

SHEILA: How so? 

SANJOY: Take sleeping pills, for instance. Deepankar 
takes an overdose and in the morning people find him 
asleep, his face absolutely composed and peaceful. He 
has the telephone in one hand, as if he was just talking to 
someone. In the other hand he is holding a copy of ‘Life 
after Death’. 

Or take the revolver. We are all standing before him. 
Deepankar delivers a short speech on life and death, and 
holds the revolver to his head. We are unable to do any- 
thing as the face explodes. And then blood on the carpet. 

SAROJ: Stop it, please. What a macabre imagination! 

SHEILA: Let’s think of something romantic. 

SANJOY: I’m sure there are neighbours with nubile 
daughters around here. Deepankar elopes with such a 
girl. And in an unknown houseboat in the lakes of 
Kashmir, they sign a suicide pact. 

SHEILA: Oh no; not suicide again. 

SANJOY: Sorry. Deepankar divorces his wife of fifteen 
years and marries this sixteen-year old girl. Then they 
go over to Kashmir for honey-moon. 

SHEILA: See where we have landed. From renunciation of 
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the world and Sannyas to a second marriage. 

5ARO}: 1 think there is not much of a difference between 
the two. Both are forms of escape. 

SANJOY: (To sARO}) what do you think Deepankar wants to 
do? 


sARO]: Nothing. 
siriLa: Oh No. Do guess something. This is after all a 
me. 


sARO}: I think Deepankar will only see dreams. 

SHEILA: What dreams? 

SARO} : He will dream that he has become a bird and would 
want to fly out to the skies. 

SHEILA: Will he be able to fly away? 

SARO}J: No. 

SHELA: Why can't he do it even ina dream? 

SARO}: Because he had barred all the windows before 
dreaming. ( The situation becomes rather sullen.) 

SANJoY: Deepankar said, the evidence is in the brief case. 
What could it mean? 

SHEILA: Itis the bag he takes to the office. What could be in 
there? (She opens the brief case and looks inside). Cheque 
book, passport, car licence, insurance policy, revolver 
licence... 

sanjor: Is there the file for tomorrow's meeting? 

sMEtiLA: No Diners’ Club card. Keys for the locker. 

sANjOY : Locker? May be the clues to our crime are in 
that locker. 

sHEHLA: What crime? 

sANSOY : Dcepankar perhaps thinks that you have been 
unfasthful to him. 
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SHEILA: Rubbish. 

SANJOY: I am only telling you about his thinking. 

SHEILA: What is your crime? 

SANJOY: Iam his boss. 

SHEILA: Nonsense. Deepankar said something about a 
conspiracy. Mr. Knowall Sanjoy, what conspiracy! 

SANJOY: That is beyond my imagination. 

(After a while) Eureka. I’ve got it. 

SHEILA: So you now know what we were conspiring about? 

sANJoY: Oh no. Not the conspiracy; the proof. When 
Deepankar spoke of proof against us, he was not looking 
at the brief case. He was looking at that packet (he picks 
up the packet). Let's open it. 

SAROJ: Why not wait for Deepankar to come back. 

SHEILA: No, we must open it now. How can we prepare 
our defense unless we know the prosecution case? 

SANJOY: (co SHEILA) With your permission (he opens the 
packet). There are only papers inside. 

SHEILA: Not papers. Documents. Deeds. Exhibits. 
Evidence against us. 

SANJOY: This is a letter on blue paper. 

SARO]: I think we should not go through Deepankar’s 
personal papers. 

SHEILA: That is my responsibility. Who has written the 
letter? 

sSANJOY : No names. Neither at the top, nor at the bottom. 
No clue as to who has written and to whom. But when it 
is written on blue paper.... 

SHEILA: Love letter. Read out what is written. 

SANJoOY: I never thought I would be writing these lines 
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to vou. 

SHEILA: Do continue. 

SANJOY: (puts the letter back in the envelope.) I have no 
patience with cheap love letters. Now, look at this note 
book. Exhibit numbet two. (he turns over the pages) All 
blank. Not a line written (he passes on the note book to 
SHEILA). 

SHEILA: (turns over the pages) Suddenly, at such a disjointed 
moment, I felt that I had become impotent, 

SANJOY: What do you mean? 

SHEILA: It's all in this book. First chapter. Suddenly, at 
such a disjointed moment, I felt that I had become 
impotent. | 

SARO]: And then? 

SHEILA: (hands over the note book to SANJOY) Nothing. The 
rest is blank. 

sANJOY: It all sounds mysterious. I hope it is not 
Deepankar’s diary. But why the first chapter? What do 
vou think of it, SHEILA? 

SHEILA: May be. 

SANJOY: What may be? 

SHEILA: May be not. 

SANJOY: (Picks up another paper) Exhibit number three. 
Appointment letter of our Company. And the letter 
below, strangely, a resignation letter. But there is no 
signature on it. 

SHEILA: Thank God. What else is there? 

sANJOY: Two books, ‘Life after Death’ and ‘Hindu Divorce 
Law’. Invitation card of Deepankar’s wedding. Another 
book -—' World Theatre’. And a sealed bottle. 
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SHEILA: What is there in the bottle? 

SANJOY: No labels. Could be poison. 

SHEILA: Could be ashes given by some Swamiji. 

SAROJ: Could be aspirin. 

SANJoY: A lottery ticket (he puts everything back). The 
prosecution rests now. 

SHEILA: The presecution has failed to establish our guilt. 

SANJOY: We, the accused, can then leave now? 

SARO]J: Deepankar should be coming now. Why don’t you 
ring him up? 

SANJOY: Where could he be? 

SAROJ: Why don’t you try the club? 

sANJOY: I should have thought of that earlier. (he picks up 
the phone, then puts it back on the cradle). The telephone is 
dead. Someone seems to have pulled out the cords. 

SHEILA: One can hang onself with a telephone cord. 

SANJOY: lam not going to wait any longer. 

(There is a bell. SAN} OY lifts the telephone.) 
SAROJ : The telephone is dead. That was the door bell. 
(SHEILA opens the door. DEEPANKAR enters with a bottle 
in his hand. He is tipsy.) 

DEEPANKAR: I’m sorry, I got late. I thought I will drop in 
the club for a while. But I stayed on longer. Wonderful 
party going on in the club. (They thought he had forgotten 
about the birthday.) But —then I had to come back. Today 
is my birthday. 

SANJ OY, SHEILA, SAROJ — Happy birthday. 

DEEPANKAR: Thank you. Thank you. 

SANJoY: Let’s have a drink. 

DEEPANKAR: A toast first. 
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SHEILA: Who for? 

DEEPANKAR: (takes a sip from the bottle). For the girls I could 
not love, (takes another sip), for the promises I could not 
keep, (another sip) and for the dreams I could not have. 

SANJoY: None for your birthday? 

DEEPANKAR: Oh, yes. Today is my birthday. I wanted to 
do something today. What was it that I wanted? Didn’t 
I tell you something when I left? (He is worried that he 
cannot remember it. He sits down with his head in his hand.) 

SARO]J: You were telling us that you will try us. 

SANJOY: We are all innocent. We plead not guilty. 

SHEILA: There is no evidence against us. 

DEEPANKAR: That will be decided at the trial. 

SHEILA: Let’s get on with the birthday first. Look, what 
I have brought you for a present. (She gives a necktie to 
DEEPANKAR.) 

SANJOY: (hands over a piece of paper). Surprise for you. An 
advancé increment. 

DEEPANKAR: How about you, Saroj? 

(SaArRO} removes a rose from her hair, and puts it on 
DEEPANKAR’S coat.) 
Necktie, advance increment, a rose. What a lack of 
imagination. Do you think Sanjoy, you can lure me away 
from my goal with this increment paper? You can 
frustrate all my plans? 

SANJOY: You don’t know how much 1! had to work with 
the Head Office for this. 

DEEPANKAR: This may be very valuable for you; but for 
me today, it is only a scrap of paper. I think this piece of 
paper is a part of your conspiracy against me; I can tear 
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it up into bits (But he does not tear it). You can take it 
back. (sHEILA takes the paper and keeps it in her bag.) 
sANJoY: 1 think I should be leaving now. 

SHEILA: (0 DEFPANKAR) What do you mean by insulting 
everyone? You must apologise to Sanjoy. 

DEEPANKAR: I am the judge. You are all defendants. 

SHEILA: We have had enough of this. Do stop this nonsense. 

SANJOY: We meet tomorrow morning at eight, Deepankar. 

DEEPANKAR: Why do you want to leave now? The club is 
closed. The last train is also gone. 

SANJOY: Thanks for the evening. I must leave now. 

DEEPANKAR: No one leaves. Today, I decide what will 
happen. You are forgetting that you are all creatures of 
my imagination. You do not exist outside my dreams. 
I'l] snap my fingers, and you will all vanish. 

SANJOY : Wonderful dialogue. But then I have no patience 
left to stay on. 

DEEPANKAR: Sanjoy, you have to be the first accused to be 
tried. (SANJOY wants to go, but DEEPANKAR pulls out the 
revolver.) Get back to your seats. No one leaves the court 
room until the trial is over. 

SHEILA: Put back the revolver. It’s loaded. 

sANJoOY: Don't be childish. There may be an accident. 

DEEPANKAR: There will be no accidents today. Everything 
will happen the way 1 want them. 

SARO]J: Put back the revolver. 

DEEPANKAR: Who are you to tell me. I am the director of 
the show today. Take back your necktie, Sheila (SHEILA 
comes towards him.) Not so close; don’t you see the 
revolver in my hand. (SHEILA takes back the necktie.) Saroj, 
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take back your rose now. 

SARO] : You can throw it away if you wish. 

DEEPANKAR: (Throws the flower) Order. The Court is now 
in session. Accused number one, Shri Sanjoy. (He points 
the revolver and SANJOY moves into an imaginary dock.) 

sANJoY: All right. Let me see it through. 

SHEILA: This is almost like a party game. 

DEEPANKAR: Contempt. Sheila, I warn you. (He points the 
rcrolver at SANJOY.) 

SANjOY: (Before DEEPANKAR says anything.) I, Sanjoy, do 
swear in the name of God that I'll speak the truth, the 
whole truth and nothing but the truth. But please may I 
know what is my crime? Is it because I am your friend, or 
is it because I am your boss? 

DEEPANKAR!: (Does not reply to him. He hands over a piece of 
paper to SANJoY.) What is this paper? 

SANjOY: You cannot force one to bear witness against 
himself. It is against Law. 

DEEPANKAR: This is my Law. 

SANjOY: This trial is a fraud. The so-called court is just a 
sitting room. The man calling himself the judge is 
my subordinate. 

DEFPANKAR: Contempt again (he gestures with his revolver 
this time). Do you see this paper? 

sANJOY: This is your appointment letter. 

DEEPANKAR: Does your name find mention on this paper? 

SANJOY: No. There was no need for it. 

DEEPANKAR: There was. When I joined, I should have been 
told about the man 1 was staking my future to. Look at 
this other paper. What does it say? 
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SANJOY: A resignation letter. 

DEEPANKAR: Whose? 

SANJOY: It is not signed. 

DEEPANKAR: Could it be yours? 

SANJOY: Never. 

DEEPANKAR: Why not? 

SANJOY: I am quite happy with my job. I have never 
thought of resignation. 

DEEPANKAR: You have perhaps never lacked contentment 
in life. But it is also a crime to be content. Do you know 
why there is no signature on this paper. The signing 
hand has been stopped every time with the lure of an 
increment. (He shows the note book to sANJOY.) Do you 
know why this book has remained blank? 

SANJOY: Not exactly blank. There is a written line in that. 

DEEPANKAR: What is written? 

SANJOY: Suddenly, at such a disjointed moment, 1 felt 
that I had become impotent. 

DEEPANKAR: Why did you have such a feeling? 

SANJOY: Not me. It is the writer of this line. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever had such a feeling? 

SANJOY: (With a slight hesitation) No. 

DEEPANKAR: What oath did you take before giving 
evidence? 

SANJOY: I swear in the name of God that I will speak the 
truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you believe in God? 

SANJOY: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: In ghosts? 

SANJOY: No. 
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DEEPANKAR: Do vou believe in destiny? 

SANJOY: (after some hesitation) Yes. 

DEFPANKAR: Had you seen a note book like this one before? 

SANJOY: Yes, in the office. 

DEFPANKAR: What was written in it? 

<ANjOY: It was the register for sales figures. 

DFEPANKAR: Have you seen a marriage register? 

SANJOY: You know | am unmarried. 

DEFPANKAR: You know Sheila? 

sSANjoY: What do vou want to say? 

DFEPANKAR: Do you know Sheila? 

sSANJOY: Yes. 

DFEPANKAR: How well? 

SANJOY: (He gestures rather dramatically.) She is my friend’s 
wife. I have given her all the respect due to a friend’s 
wife. 

DEEPANKAR: (Shows him a book) You see this book? 

SAN}jJOY: We all saw it a short while ago. 

DEEPANKAR: What is the chapter heading where your 
finger is? 

SANjoY: The Art of Acting. 

DEEPANKAR: Did you ever need to read this chapter? 

SANJjOY: No. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever purchased lottery tickets? 

SANJOY: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Is it because they do not pay you well. 

SAN}jOY: Oh, no. 

DFEPANKAR: Have you any views on the Divorce Law? 

SANJOY: No. 


DFEPANKAR: Have you ever tried to write poetry? 
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SANJOY: No. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever tried to be moonlight? 

SANJOY: No. 

DEEPANKAR: What is the colour of the sky? 

SANJOY: Blue. 

DEEPANKAR: Always? 

SANJOY: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: When you came back from the club, who 
opened the door for you? 

SANJOY: I do not remember. 

DEEPANKAR: (unexpectedly) What is your relationship with 
Sheila? 

SANJoY: I have already told you. 

DEEPANKAR: What is it in your hand? 

SANJOY : (Opens his hand to show a key) A key. 

DEEPANKAR: Could it be a duplicate key for my house? 
(SHEILA was getting annoyed, and with this question comes 
forward.) 

SHEILA: The question is irrelevant and malicious. 

DEEPANKAR: Thank you. Accused number two, Mrs. 
Sheila. 

SHEILA: 1 think my crime is that I am married to you. 

DEEPANKAR: Oath first. 

SHEILA: (Takes the book from DEEPANKAR). I swear by the 
Gita that I will speak the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth. 

DEEPANKAR: Thank you. Now read the title of the book. 

SHEILA: Divorce Law. Abridged edition. 

DEEPANKAR: Your name please. 

SHEILA: Sheila—Sheila Deepankar. 
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DEEPANKAR: Which is the correct one? Sheila or Sheila 
Deepankar? 

SHEILA: Both. 

DEEPANKAR: (Shows her the letter) what is it? 

SHEILA: A love letter. 

DEFPANKAR: Have you ever written such letters. 

SHEILA: No. 

DEEPANKAR: (Shows another paper) And this paper? 

SHEILA: It is the invitation letter of our wedding. 

DEFPANKAR: Did Sanjoy attend our wedding. 

SHEILA: I don’t know. 

DEEPANKAR: You know what is written in the note book. 

SHEILA: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: When did such a feeling come? 

SHEILA: At such a disjointed moment. 

DEEPANKAR: Was it literal or metaphorical? 

SHEILA: May be both. 

DEEPANKAR: Could one snare a man with a necktie? 

SHEILA: 1 do not know. 

DEEPANKAR: Could one measure life with the burning 
candles on a birthday cake? 

SHEILA: 1 do not know. 

DEFPANKAR: Which is bigger? One or two? 

SMEILA: Two, of course. 

DEEPANKAR: Will you be happy if 1 write poems? 

SHEILA: May be. 

DEEPANKAR: How well do you know Sanjoy? 

SHEILA: He is your friend. 

DFEPANKAR: Have you ever acted? 

SHEILA: No. 
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DEEPANKAR: Do you think there is life after death? 

SHEILA: I don’t know. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you know what my blood pressure is? 

SHEILA: I do not remember. 

DEEPANKAR: Who has the keys of this house. 

SHEILA: I have. 

DEEPANKAR: May I see them? (SHEILA takes them out of her 
bag and shows them.) Thank you. Do you have aspirin 
tablets in your bag? 

SHEILA: No. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you have a rose in your hair? 

SHEILA: No. 

DEEPANKAR : Do you know what our bank balance is? 

SHEILA: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Close your eyes (SHEILA closes her eyes) Do 
you see any dreams? 

SHEILA: I see only darkness. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever lost your keys? 

SHEILA: No. 

DEEPANKAR: Or gone astray? 

SHEILA: No. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever wanted me? 

SHEILA: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever got me? 

SHEILA: Sometimes. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you plead guilty. 

SHEILA: 1am innocent. I have not done anybody any harm. 

DEFPANKAR: Thank you. Now accused number three, 
Saroj. Take your oath by God that you will speak the 
truth. 
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sARO] : | do not believe in God. 

DFEPANKAR: Who do you believe in? Destiny? Then 
swear in the name of Destiny. 

sano}: There is no need for any oath. 1 will speak only the 
truth. 

DEFPANKAR: And nothing but the truth. 

sARO}: You very well know that I have never spoken any- 
thing but the truth. 

DEEPANKAR: Your name is Rose or Saroj. 

SARO]: Saroj. 

DEEPANKAR: This pull-over you are knitting, what is the 
design? 

sARO}: Two purl and four knit. 

DEEPANKAR : What is your favourite flower? 

samo}: Rose. 

DEEPANKAR : Can the flowers of the park wear saries? 

sano}: Well, they can. 

DEFPANKAR : Can you switch over from sari to frock? 

sano}: Maybe I can. 

DEEPANKAR: You love your husband? 

sARO}: Yes. 

DEEP ANK AR: Did not you say that you will speak nothing 
but the truth? 

SARO]}: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: What is the definition of love? 

sano}: Not everything needs to be comprehended through 

pterPaNKan: How many days has July? 

s4n0}: Thirty-one 

DERPANKAR: (Shows the letter) Who wrote it? 
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SAROJ: An immature girl. 

DEEPANKAR: Could life be awaiting from one letter to 
another? 

SARO]J: Sometimes. For some people. 

DEEPANKAR: Could life be a procession? 

SARO}: It could be. Sometimes. For some people. 

DEEPANKAR: Wedding or funeral? 

SAROJ: Sometimes wedding. Sometimes funeral. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you got all that you wanted out of life? 

SARO}: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you got your keys in your bag? 

SARO]J: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Could those keys open the doors of this 
House? 

SARO]: I never tried. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you remember the past? 

SARO]J: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Did you try to forget? 

SAROJ]: It is not necessary to forget. 

DEEPANKAR: Where is a flower more beautiful? In the 
park or in someone's button-hole. 

SARO}: A flower is beautiful anywhere. 

DEEPANKAR: Is flower a definition of love? 

SARO}J : Not everything needs to be comprehended through 
definition. 

DFEPANKAR: Is not remembering a crime? 

SARO]J: No. 

DEEPANKAR: If I say, to love is a crime. 

sARO]}: You will be wrong. 

DEEPANKAR: (He was now tired and seemed to be losing interest) 
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Thank vou. It is now proved beyond doubt from your 
testimony that you are all guilty. You are all responsible 
for my present condition. | am now going to sentence 
vou. 

SANJOY : Don’t play with that revolver, for heaven’s sake. 

SHEILA: The game is now over. 

DEEPANKAR: Game? You never took me seriously Sheila. 
I will punish you first. (He lifts the revolver. SHEILA screams.) 

SARO]: Put it back. 

DEEPANKAR: Who are vou to tell me? 

(SARO] comes forward and takes away the revolver from 
DEEPANKAR. From that moment, DEEPANKAR suddenly looks 
weary and exhausted and on the verge of collapse.) 

Thank vou. It is rather late. You may all go now. 

SANJOY: We are not leaving. The game has just begun. 

DEEPANKAR: 1am tired. 

SANJoY: But the show must go on. The court has not 
adjourned. We are going to try you now. Take your 
oath. 

DEEPANKAR: lswear inthe name of God that I will speak the 
truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth? I plead 
guilty. You may punish me. 

SANJOY: But we cannot punish you without a trial, We 
will have a trial first. 

DEEPANKAR: Please have pity on me. I cannot answer any 
of your questions now. 

(DEEPANKAR starts taking off his clothes to go to bed. He 
moves from bench to desk to couch, throwing his coat, tie, shoes 
about. SHEILA and SANJOY keep on badgering him with their 
questions, as he moves.) 
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SANJOY: Your name please. 

SHEILA: Is it Swami Deepankar? 

SANJOY: Give a few quotations from Shakespeare. 

SHEILA: If a letter is not addressed to anyone, does it mean 
that it is intended for you? 

SANJOY: You remember the sales figures? 

SHEILA: What is the definition of love? 

SANJOY: What is the definition of the telephone? 

SHEILA: Of God? 

SANJOY: Do you know how poems transform themselves 
into a revolver? 

SHEILA: Can you cut a cake with a revolver? 

sSANJoY: Are all impotent people cowards? 

SHEILA: Are all cowards impotent? 

SANJoY: Which is a crime, being number one or being 
number two? 

SHEILA: Can the saris wear flowers of the park? 

SANJOY: Can the parks wear saris of flowers? 

SHEILA: Is life a lottery? 

SANJOY: Can you keep love in a locker? 

SHEILA: Can you open someone’s heart with a key? 

DEEPANKAR: Please forgive me. I do not know anything. 

SANJoY: Thank you. We have finished our examination. 
(To sAROJ) Your witness. (SARO] stands before DEEPANKAR 
and looks into his eyes. DEEPANKAR lowers his eyes.) 

DEEPANKAR: I am tired. 

SARO]: I have only one question for you. 

DEEPANKAR: I’1lIl not be able to answer any question now. 

SARO]J: Just one question. 

DEEPANKAR: Have pity on me. 
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SARO}: My question is: Have you ever been in love? Except 
with vourself? 

(DEEPANKAR looks helpless at SARO], and lies down on the 
couch.) 

DEEPANKAR: It is very late in the night. (He closes his eyes.) 
All is darkness now. (He falls asleep. All the lights go on, 
and the mysterious atmosphere vanishes.) 

sANJoY : Many thanks, Sheila. Nice evening. 

SHEILA: Evening? It is late night now. 

SANJoY: A very unusual birthday. 

SHEILA: Deepankar is asleep. 

SANjoY: He has a fertile imagination. 

(SARO} picks up DEEPANKAR'S coat, tie, etc. and arranges 
the room.) 

SANJOY: I must leave now. 

SHEILA: Let me see you to the door. 

(SANJOY and SHEILA walk to the door. SARO} pulls a 
wrapper over DEEPANKAR, goes back to the park bench, and 
sits down, tired. 

She remembers the revolver in the bag, takes it out and 
puts it in the drawer. She goes back to the bench. 

Now she sees the rose on the floor. She picks it up, and 
pins it on DEEP ANKAR’s coat. 

She goes back to the bench and waits for SHEILA, as the 
stage goes dark.) 
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ACT ONE 


DEEPANKAR: Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. I am 
Meepankar. Some of you may be knowing me already. 
If am quite well up in the social set up in this city. 1am 
Number Two in my office. I have got a house, a car, a 
working wife, and a bank balance. You may be finding it 
rather odd that I should be telling you all these at the 
start of the play. But you will see for yourself later how 
important this introduction is. 1 might as well tell 
you that the whole thing started from a New Year’s 
Greeting Card 1 had received it from Saroj on the first 
of January. Don’t you worry, 1 will introduce you to 
Saroj soon. The message on the card read: 


Wishing you 

Peace and Love 

Joy and Success 

And also wishing you 

All that you wish for yourself 
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The card suddenly assumed some significance for me; 
not because it was from Saroj, but because of the message. 
Saroj had wished me all that | wanted for myself. When 
1 got the card, I started thinking : what really was it that I 
wanted for myself; what exactly was the aim of my 
life? 

There was a time when I had no doubts in my mind about 
this. Would you believe what I wanted? I wanted to become 
a theatre man. 1! was then living with Shaw, Ibsen, lonesco 
and Brecht. | wanted the stage to become a part of my life. 
But then what happened? ! touk my Law degree and joined 
the bar for some time; and then | hecame an Executive 
of a Company. You perhaps think that this is a very 
common thing. One who wanted to be a poet became a 
clerk ; he who wanted to be a doctor became a policeman. 
I had a friend who did not want to be any of these. He used 
to write poetry and wanted to become moonlight, Someone 
became a lawyer instead of a doctor; someone became a 
businessman instead of a poet. But this friend of mine, who 
could not become moonlight... he is now in the lunatic 
asylum. Well, that’s that. I am here before you this evening 
for a very special reason. It is my birthday today. And it is a 
special birthday for me, for I will be completing forty 
years. 

Those of you who have not touched this border line of 
middle age will not understand the horrors of this age. At 
this turning point of your age, everything in your life 
changes. Your hair becomes grey. Your nerves become 
weak. Your waist line expands. Everybody loses faith in 
you, Your own self-confidence gets shaken. You are afraid 
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of heart-attack and have by this time already taken the first 
E.C.G. Your daughter is growing up and you arc becoming 
conscious of her virginity. Whatever personal ambitions 
and aims you had, which you believed you would achieve 
one day, you discover suddenly are beyond your reach. 
The evening of your life has started. [t is now only a waiting 
for the nightfall. 
This evening of one's life is also a kind of challenge. At 
this juncture one tries to hold back the last flicker of the 
sunshine. You might have come across the news item about 
the middle-aged bank clerk, who did his regular turn in 
the office for twenty years and led an ideal family life, but 
who one fine morning resigned his job, re-married and 
vanished from the city. Take Paul Gauguin. Suddenly one 
day, he left his home and went far away to pursue his 
painting. { have arrived at such a crucial moment ; I have to 
take the momentous decision today; this very day. Before 
Iam forty. If 1 let this day slip by, 1 will get lost in my daily 
existence. The sun will set, and the rest of my life will 
only be one long night. 
I wish to take this decision before you ail today, for 1 
always loved the stage. I want, therefore, that you should 
al! be witness to the most important moment of my life. 
Now, do have a look at my state : 

(DEEPANKAR claps, the curtain lifts and the stage inside is 

seen). 

This was my living room. } have rearranged it for today. 
There is in this room only an office desk, a couch and a 
park bench, These symbolise the facets of my Bife. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.c om 


4 BEFORE THE SUNSET 


ratte attri tt rete 


Let me now introduce you to my cast. Sanjoy—(He calls 

Sanjoy). 

(SANJOY comes and shakes hands with him and says: 

‘Hollo, DEEPANKAR .) 

Hi Boss. (To the audience). This is Sanjoy. My Boss. The 

Number One in my office. And unfortunately my friend, 

too. He has had uninterrupted command over me for the 

last fifteen years. He has a good reputation in our Company, 
and quite popular in the sociat circle, too. Being unmarried, 
he is specially popular among the other sex. The Ladies’ 

Man. 

{SANJOY smiles ond goes over to the office desk). 

SHEILA— (He calls Sheila). 

(SHEILA comes and says: ‘what is it now’ ?) 

This is Sheila, my wife. My better half for fifteen long 
years. From the time 1 brought her home, she has been 
holding the key to my life. She is also the Principal of the 
Women’s College here. 

(SHEILA goes over and sits on the couch). 

SARO) —(He calls, but when she does not appear) Rose; Rose. 

{SARO} comes and says) : ‘My name is Saroj, not Rose’. 

O.K. Saroj; call a Rose by any other name, This is Saroj. 

My friend for twenty years. 

SARO]J: Nineteen years. 

DEEPANKAR; All right. If you wish, I can tell you exactly 
how many years, how many months, how many days 
and how many hours. I reinember exactly when 1 met 
you for the first time. 

(SARO)J sits on the park bench. DEEPANKAR tells che 
audience) ‘I've something to tell you’. (He then touches 
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the switchboard. The stage becomes dark, leaving only a 

spot of light on Deepankar.) Whatever I said about them 

was only apparently so. For me, they have different 
characters. Looking at them, you cannot imagine that 
they only are the ones responsible for my present state, 

I would like to make them pay for this. 

{DEEP ANKAR touches the switch and the light focuses on 

SANJOY who is rurning the pages of a file and is dialling.) 
This is my boss Sanjoy. Much my inferior in education and 
intelligence. And that is perhaps why he tries to boss over 
me all the time and is rude to me before others, But I 
cannot do a thing. He has a very good reputation in the 
Company, He gets all the credit for the rising curve of 
sales which is due to my efforts. And besides, I think he 
has by now become quite close to Sheila. I think 1 will 
some day shoot this fellow. 

(The light next falls on SHEILA, who is reading a magazine 
and buffing her nails.) 

This is my good wife Sheila. 1 think Shcila has married 
me only for her social security, She is from a rich family ; 
she gets a good salary; but she too needs a social crutch. 
She needs a husband like me to drive the car, take her to 
the cinema, call the doctor when she is ill, and to order him 
about in the presence of friends. So this is Sheila, who has 
onty demands on me. Demand on my time, on my cheque 
book, demand on my body. She is a symbol of exploitation 
for me. 

{The light now falls on SARO} who is busy knitting a 


sweater. } 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.c om 


6 BEFORE THE SUNSET 


Women’s loving is like a fire; whoever it tonches gets 
burnt. I think Saro} will burn me down to ashes. I know her 
for twenty years, but I suppose she had known me for 
centuries, and had me marked out. 1 became a different 
person after knowing her. The first twenty ycars of my life 
were blotted out. My whole universe changed after I got 
to know her. My friends, my parents, my surroundings, all 
became unreal for me. Only Saroj remained the reality. 

Saroj has enveloped me like a sweater from which 1 have 
no escape, But I cannot bear this torture of love any longer. 
1 have decided to escape from this fire. 

(DEEPANKAR becomes qureter, There is silence, but for his 
heavy breathing. SARO] comes over to him. The stage gets 
lighted. SANJOY and SHEILA too join him, DEEPANKAR be- 
comes conscious of the surrounding, and tries to regain control 
of the situation.) 

Do sit down. 1 am going to tell you why I have invited you 

here today, 

SHEILA: Everyone knows it is your birthday today. 

SANjoY: At the right time, 1 will say ‘Happy Birthday’ and 
will give you my small present. 

DEEPANKAR: Oh no. This is not an ordinary birthday. This 
is my fortieth birthday. And this day is very significant 
for me. 

SANjoY; Are you planning something special, instead of 
lighting forty candles? 

DEEPANKAR: I have something important to tet] you today. 

SANJOY: Some Birthday Resolution? Like giving up drinks 
for twenty-four hours? 

DEEPANKAR: No, it is not something so commonplace as 
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that. I am going to do something which will give a new 
turn to my life. 

SHEILA: Let me come back from the hostel ; we will listen 
to you while you cut the birthday cake. 

DEEPANKAR: You can’t be going away now. Not on my 
birthday. 

SHEILA: I have to go, but I'1] be back in no time. 

DEEPANKAR: You want to desert me at this important 
moment of my life? 

SHEILA: I will be away just for a few minutes. (Satirically} 
you will find me beside you at that momentous time, 
When you cut the cake, ! will pass on the knife to you. 

DEEPANKAR: (in anger) The revolver may be, not the knife. 

SHEILA! Give me the car keys. 

DEFPANKAR: (holds on to the brief case) No. you will not 
leave the house today. You will listen to me at least for 
today. 

SHEILA; I have got urgent work. 

DEEPANKAR: Just today; for tomorrow will be a new day, 
and everything will be different. 

SHEILA: You need not talk in riddles. {1 must go. 

sANJOY: Why don’t you stay back, Sheila, when Deepankar 
is sO insistent ? 

SHEILA: No. Give me the keys. 

(SHEILA extends her hand for the keys. DEEPANKAR holds 
back. The situation becomes tense. SAN[OY does not know whar 
to do. SARO] comes to rescue.) 

SAROJ]: (to sANJOY) Pleasc go and reach Sheila to her hostel. 
(DEEPANKAR is about to object, but keeps quiet. SANJOY is 
happy to escape from the situation, SHEILA Iooks at DEEP ANK AR 
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and SARO] and goes out with SANJOY.) 

DEEPANKAR: Did you notice what sort of domestic life lam 
going through? 

SAROf: This is a necessary part of married life. But you 
should have given the car keys to Sheila. 

DEEPANKAR: But why? Is it because she owns the car fifty 
per cent. 

SARO}J: Not everything can be measured by percentages. 

DEEPANKAR: But Sheila has got everything measured. Fifty 
per cent in everything. In me, in my whole personality, 
in my brief case. 

SAROJ: What have you got in the brief case that you are 

holding on to it? 

DEEPANKAR: (Putting the brief case on the table} What do you 
mean? The brief case is me. Look at my name on it. 
Sometimes, I feel it is not my name, it is the name of 
the brief case, and lam only carrying it. (opens it) Car keys, 
Cheque book, Proofs of our social standing, Passport, The 
validity will expire in three months, but I have not been 
able to go abroad. Car licence, key for the locker. I have 
forgotten what exactly is there in the locker, but when- 
ever I look at the key, 1 feel it is not the key for a locker, 
it is the key to my security itself. Insurance policy, 
sustenance for an uncertain future. Deed of our house. 
Diners’ Club card. Revolver licence. And the house keys. 

SARO]: What more do you want? You have got everything 
that one wants. Anybody will be jealous of such a brief 
case. 

DEFPANKAR: That is not correct, Saroj, that is absolutely 
wrong. Nobody is jealous about a black brief case. He 
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becomes jealous to see his dreams come true in another 
person's life. Jealousy is a relative thing. Can you believe 
that I was once jealous of one of my employees? { had 
some urgent work and had gone to pick him up from his 
house. He came out of the house and got into the car 
with me after speaking to his wife who was standing 
outside. I do not know what he said, but in that moment, 
I could feel that they love each other very dearly. I do 
not know why I had this feeling. Maybe it was something 
in his wife’s eyes, or the way she was standing. But 1! did 
become very jealous of this man that day. Jealous of my 
own subordinate. And I started being rude to him 
from that day. 

SARO]J: I think love always remained a mystery for you, 
(DEEPANKAR becomes inattentive, and starts playing with a 
packet of papers in the brief case.) Whatever happened to 
you? (DEEPANKAR keeps quiet.) What are the papers in 
your hand? 

DEEPANKAR: These are the charters of my liberty. Passport 
to my freedom. 

SARO]; What liberty? Freedom from whom? 

DEEPANKAR: From myself... from the confines of this 
brief case. Well let's leave that alone. Do you know, I 
thought you won’t come. 

SARO]: That’sa lie. You very well knew that I’ would come. 
Or else you would not have asked me to come. 

DEEPANKAR: Does your husband know that you are coming 
here? (SArROJ keeps quiet.} What lies did you tell him? 
And to your daughter? 

SAROJ : Now tell me why you asked me to come. 
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DEEPANKAR: Have patience. 1 will speak only when all of 
vou are here. 

SARO} : What would you say that needed such a dramatic 
arrangement? 

DEEPANKAR: This is no drama. It is the real thing of my 
life. I want to prove today that whatever has happened in 
my life so far was only a bad dream. What you are seeing 
of me now is not the real me. I was an angel. When I fell 
on the earth, I was burdened with a carcass on my 
shoulder, and that dead body is Deepankar. For years, 
I have been carrying my burden from city to city, from 
desert to desert, I will intern the corpse today, and 
from the grave will sprout a spring. I will become an 
angel again. 

SARO}: You always had a fascination for dramatics. You 
are now talking as if this is a studio floor and unseen 
movie cameras are working around you. Once you were 
thinking of going in for the theatre, isn’t it? 

DEEPANKAR: Yes, but it never happened that way. When 
| had decided to give up cvcrything to dedicate myself 
to the stage, 1 got the appointment letter of this 
Company. I had many responsibilities, and had to take 
this job. 

SAROJ: What responsibilites? Others’ responsibilities or 
your own security? Or is it that you always wanted such 
a life only. 

DEEPANKAR: Even you misunderstand me, Saroj. I think 
my life will come to an end, but no one will understand 
me. 

SAROJ: Had I not understood you, I would not have 
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accepted your strange invitation to come here. 

DEEPANKAR: Did you come out of sympathy for me? 

SAROJ: I think it is you who never understood me. 

DEEPANKAR: Is not understanding each other love? Didn’t 
someone say that a long time back? Did you tell me that ? 
Or is it | who had told you? Do you mean to say I never 
loved you? 

SARO]: Love needs courage. Cowards cannot fall in love. 
All right, before they return, please tell me why you 
asked me to come. 

DEEPANKAR: If I say, come, let's leave everything and go 
away. ... 

SARO]J: Aren't you forgetting that you had already said this 
several years back? You were younger then, lean and 
hungry looking. You had come out of the University; 
the future was uncertain, but romantic for you. You 
did not have a brief case in your hand then. I was only a 
girl of eighteen. I had just given up wearing frocks for 
sari. 1 was inexpericnced; and trusted cverybody. I 
liked reading romances, and loved dreaming. For me 
the whole universe was full of colours. You remember 
what I had told you then? Do you remember? 

DEEPANKAR: Leave it alone, Saroj, I am tired today. It is 
the tiredness of many years, and of the many failures of 
my life. Sit by my side, please. 

(Both sit on the park bench. SARO} puts her hand on 
DEEPANKAHX’S.) 

SARO] : Iam sorry. I did not mean to hurt you. 

DEEPANKAR: You are perhaps thinking that the decision 
I could not take eighteen years back cannot be taken 
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even today. Is that so? 

sARO]: Let's forget it. Now tell me about yourself, Of 
your eighteen years. 

DEEPANKAR: 1 am eighteen years older. I think 1 will go 
on ageing like this, and will dic before 1 can keep my 
promises. 1 am now afraid of death. I am reminded of 
death when I am alone by the seaside, when I look at the 
skies, when 1 hear the temple bells. I think, he who 
does not know how to live dreads death most. For me 
death has many faces: invalid passport, bank overdraft, 
insurance policy with overdue instalments, empty 
locker. Look at me, I am sitting beside you, but 1 am 
conscious that I am getting on in age. I am telephoning 
and getting five minutes older. ! am talking to you, but 
my years are adding on with each tick of the clock. I 
am getting bald, my waist line is expanding, and my 
muscles are slackening. 

SARO]J: Youare doing your best though to keep young. 

DEEPANKAR: That's right. lam dyeing my hair. Iam taking 
tonics. I am careful about my dress, 

SARO]: But to what end are your rejuvenation efforts? 

DEEPANKAR: Iam beaten. I console myself that I have been 
able to keep my body and mind young. But when I look 
at the mirror, 1 know what the truth is. You see my 
eyes? I cannot deceive them. They tell me from inside 
the mirror: all your efforts to stay young have gone 
waste. 

SARO}: We are getting into a serious discussion. Tell me 
about your domestic life, How is Babloo? 

DEEPANKAR: He is in Darjeeling. He is going on sixteen. 
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He should be a little older than your daughter. When 
Babloo was with us I thought he was my future, and the 
only object of my life was to look after him. But what is it 
now that he is away? A letter once a week. Holidays 
once a year, He is only another sign of my increasing age. 

SAROJ: Children can be a bridge in domestic relationship. 
I cannot think of my family life without my children. 

DEEPANKAR: You are perhaps thinking of Sheila and me. ! 
also thought that Babloo will be a bridge to bring us 
together, But between me and Sheila, it was not a stream 
to be spanned. There was the expanse of the seven seas 
between us. A turbulent sea in which Babloo was drown- 
ed like a small boat. 

sAROJ: That is very cynicat. 

DEEPANKAR: Eighteen years is a long time. A gap of a 
whole generation. I was happy eighteen years back. All 
my ambition was only to get a letter from you. Life was 
a waiting from one letter to another. 

SARO}: Why did it all change? 

DEEPANKAR: Because all dreams have to come to an end. 

sAROJ: Do you think it was only a dream. 

DEEPANKAR: I tell myself that it was not a dream. But { 
know that is not true. I held my future in my hands. ! 
could have achieved whatever 1 wanted. From the cross- 
road, I could have walked to anv destination. But I let the 
futurc slip between my fingers, } stayed onat the crossroad. 
But why? 

SAROJ: Maybe because you were a coward. 

DEEPANKAR; 1think you are right. It is a sin to be a coward. 
But I’m going to propitiate for my sin today. 
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SAROJ]: (10 lighten the situation). If you are thinking of getting 
initiated by some Swamiji, you could have informed me 
in a letter. 

DEFPANKAR : No, it is a much more important decision 
If am going to take. 

SARO}: Please tell me now what you have to say, I can still 
make the last train. 

DEEPANKAR: Let them come back. Ali of you are involved 
with my decision. You must stay till the end. 

sARO): You know that having come, I am going to stay. 

DEEPANKAR: But why did you come? To prove your 
generosity towards me? 

SARO}: It’s not such an unusual thing to accept an invitation 
for a birthday party. 

DFEEPANKAR: But it is my birthday. What if your husband 
. . it may bring unhappiness in your domestic life, 

SARO]: | see, you understand all that. If you thought of it, 
pray tell me why you asked me to come. 

DEEPANKAR: Maybe, lam selfish. But I will always consider 
myself responsible if this brings unhappiness in your life. 
Do tell me, are you happy? Are you content in life? 

sARO]: If | say yes? 

DEEPANKAR: What is the definition of happiness? What is 
the definition of peace? What is the definition of love? 
SARO}: You don’t have to comprehend everything through 

definitions. 

DEEPANKAR: But what have I not done to comprehend it? 
For realising peace, I! have read scriptures, I’ve gone to 
temples and brothels, and have taken to drinking. 
Volumes of books, bottles of drinks and mountains of 
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flesh ~-nothing could lead me to that definition, I ind my 
life shortening, but I am as far away from the comprehen- 
sion of peace, love and happiness as | ever was. [ think 
I will now have to use the gun, 

SARO]J:; You are unnecessarily getting excited. (DEEPANKAR 
is tense. He takes a small bottle from his pocket and swallows a 
pitl. He becomes calm. He had stood up, but now goes back to 
sit near SARO}.) Tranquilliser ? 

DEEPANKAR; Yes. 

SARO]: Are you taking these regularly? What does the 
doctor say? 

DEEPANKAR: The doctor has forbidden, but I can’t help it. 

SAROJ: But why? 

(DEEPANKAR takes out a pill from the bottle and shows it 
to her.) 

DEEPANKAR: Why do you go to the temple ? To the theatre? 
To the fair? Why do people drink? Why do people 
dream? Look at this smal) pill. Miles of snow, and moon- 
light on the white expanse of it. lt is nightfall. (He turns 
round the pill.) Look at the other side—the unending 
ocean, and the limitless beach. Waves after waves after 
waves. There is nothing here except the feeble wail of 
the dying surf. (He puts it to his ear) Listen, night descends 
now. Everything is getting quiet. Only the ding dong of 
the temple bells. From far and far away, only the jingle 
is floating back. 

(Absentminded, DEEPANKAR takes the other pill also. All 
is quiet. The park bench gets flooded in blue light. DEEPANKAR 
is now completely caim.) 

Do you remember when we met for the first time? 
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sARO]: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: 1 do not remember your birthday, but I do 
remember the date of our first meeting. You were born 
for me that dav. 31st July, college library. 

SARO) : No. not the library. It was on the lawn outside. 

DEEPANKAR: Who was it who introduced us? I do not 
remember. | remember nothing. ! remember only you. 

SARO]: It was only for a short time, ! was in a hurry to go 
to the class. 

DEFPANKAR: Fhen we met again. After quite some time. 

s4ARO]: zoth August. | was coming out of the cinema hall. 

DEEPANKAR: Your inseparable friend was also there with 
vou. I wanted to talk to you, but it was not to be. 

SARO}: You had many friends with you. There was also a 
small girl. She had a blue frock and was holding your 
hand. 

(The telephone on the office desk rings and DEEPANKAR 
hfes ir.} 

DEEPANKAR: Yes, Deepankar, | know. 1 got the file with 
me. Yes, | will remember. Eight in the morning. All 
right. Thank you. (As he walks back from the phone to the 
park bench.) Everything would be changed between 
tonight and tomorrow morning. Let us now swim back 
twenty years on time’s ocean. 

sAr0}: But that is impossible. 

DFEPANKAR: No. We have now reached the cinema hall, 
vou sce. It is drizzling outside. We are waiting for a taxi. 

samo}: The girl is crying for ice-cream. 

DEEPANKAR: Suddenly you got into a taxi and left. 

sAkOf!: And then? 
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DEEPANKAR: We are now swimming. 

SARO}: Do you see the light house? 

DEFPANKAR: Far away. We are only tossing about in the 
waves. Then we met for the third time. 

sAROJ ; Third, fourth, fifth time. Many encounters. 

DEEPANKAR: And many waitings. 

SARO]J: And then my holidays came. I stayed back in the 
hostel. 

DEEPANKAR: { met you in your hostel, But before that { 
had received your letter. 

S4RO]J: You came exactly at three. 

DEEPANKAR: When I arrived, you were in the visitors’ 
room knitting a sweater. You remember what is the 
first thing you told me? ‘I did not think you will come’. 
You remember what I said? 

SARO]: ‘Instead of three O'clock in the hostel, if you had 
asked me to meet you in the tiger’s cage in the zoo at 
12 in the night, | would have come.’ 

DEEPANKAR: The clock tower struck three at this time. 
You adjusted your watch. It was three minutes late. 
After some silence, I said, ‘Come, let's go out’. After 
saying that I hesitated, for I had not thought of where 
we could go. But you said, ‘let's go’. I said, ‘where to’? 

SARO]: Anywhere. River bank, park, coffee house, 

DEEPANKAR: It might rain now. 

SARO}J: Then a movie, 

DEEPANKAR: It is late for the show. 

SARO]J: We can see the movie half way. Will you stand up? 
{DEEPANKAR stands up; SAROJ takes his measurements for 
the sweater.) No, this is not for you, It is for my brother, 
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who is of your build. 

DEEPANKAR: Oh. Then it rained. It rained heavily. We 
could not go out that day. 

sARO): You were relieved. But then some days later you 
came and asked me to go out with you. 

DEEFANKAR: River bank, park, movies, coffee house. 

sArO]: Many short encounters. 

DEEPANKAR: Many small talks. 

SARO]: Restless waitings. 

DFFPANKAR: And all of a sudden, rains. (Both remain quiet 
for some time.) You remember the restaurant we were 
sitting in when 1 asked you if you believed in God, 

sano]: At that time, there was a procession on the road 
outside. I said it must be a wedding procession. When 
we looked out, we discovered that it was a funeral 
procession. 

DEEPANKAR: You said that you believed in destiny. 

SARO{: And then? 

DEEPANKAR: We just ordered coffee. 

{Some more quiet} 
Many such moments. Many such days. And many 
such vears. 

sARO}: Many a chit-chat, and many a misunderstanding. 

DEEPANKAR: And then understanding each other. 1 dis- 
covered, my life had tumed a full circle. I had a goal in 
life. 

SAROJ: Was not that unreal? 

DEFFANKAK: No; it was all very real for me. The touch of 
the first luve was my life's fulfilment. To be near someone 
was life’s goal. House was where the park bench was. 
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SARO]): Was n't it just like this bench? 

DEEPANKAR: No; it was a rickety old one. Broken at one 
corner. 

{(SARO] looks at the bench, and moves closer 0 DEFPANKAR, 

as if the corner was broken. She put her hand on DEEPANKAR’S,) 

sArOJ: There was a tree near the bench. You used to hang 
your coat on one of the broken branches, (DEEPANKAR 
takes off his coat and puts it on the bench. SAROJ puts her 
handon DEEPANKAR’S sweater.) Twenty years is a long time. 

DEEPANKAR; You were wearing a pink sari that day. 1 
noticed that all the girls of the city had pink dresses. 
Including the roses in the park, I thought you would not 
come, for the newspapers had that morning reported 
a murder near the park. 

SARO{; But I did come in time. 

DEEPANKAR: You had a packet in your hand, and it had 
this sweater. 

SARO]: It was you who arrived late. I was wondering if 
you would come at al}. 

DEEPANKAR: You know why I was late. 

SARO}: Your Professor had died of heart failure. But 
looking at you it was difficult to know. 

DEEPANKAR: That is because I never had any sentiments 
about death. 

sARO}: I think you never had any sentiments about any- 
thing. 

DEEPANKAR: You remember what you had asked me then? 

SARO[]: Let's forget it. 

DEEPANKAR:; (in agitated voice) You asked me: ‘Have you 
ever been in love’ ? You rememher what I said? 
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sARO]: Leave it alone please. 

DEEPANKAR : 1 said. ‘What is the definition of love’? 

(SaRO} puts her hand on DEEPANKAR’S shoulder) 

sano]: It's late; let us go inside. 

(They both get up and walk towards the couch. Light comes 
on the wuch, revealing SHEMLA sitting there. SHEILA looks 
ot them. Sano] goes back to the park bench) 

DFFPANKAN : You returned rather early. 

sista: { had to. It is your birthday today, a special 
birthday, and you are going to perform a miracle. We 
are all eagerly waiting for the miracle. 

OFEPANKAA: Where is Sanjoy? 

sHHLA: He dropped me and went to the club. 

DEEPANKAR: Club? But he has to be here. 

sHttita: Don't worry, he will come back soon. Ring up 
the club if you like. There isa big party in the club. 

DEEPANKAR: You also wanted to go to the club, didn’t 
vou? 

SHEILA: You can read my mind, i see. 

DEEPANKAR : [have never been curious about your mind. 

stttLa: Have you ever been curious about me? What I 
do, what 1 think, who 1 go out with. Have you ever 
been interested to know? 

DEEPANKAR: Do you think 1 should be prying into your 
personal life? | think suspicion is the greatest bane of 
married life. If two people staying together cannot 
understand each other .... 

sHHLA: But that would be love. 

BFEPANKAR: What do you know about love? You only 
know suspicion. You know jealousy. Women are really 
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strange creatures. Either they love, or they hate. 
Liking or else complete disregard. We have been 
married for fifteen years. What did we get out of it ? 

SHEILA: What did you want out of marriage that you did 
not get ? 

DEEPANKAR: I got married since one has to marry. I did 
not expect anything out of marriage, the samc way as £ 
did not expect anything out of life itself, 

SHEILA: Why then the regret? 

DEEPANKAR: What did you want out of marriage? 

SHEILA: At least some companionship, if not love. What 
did | get? An existence where there are walls and walls. 
Two worlds on the same bed. 

{The telephone rings. SHEILA gets up to take the phone. 
DEFPANKAR stops her. The phone rings for some time and 
then stops.) 

It coutd be an important call. 

DEEPANKAR: There is nothing important for me today. 
Ido not want to recognise any truth except myself. 

SHEILA: Please come to me. Why are you always so formal 
towards me? 

DEEPANKAR: Where do you think the call was from? 
Could it be from the office? 

sHEit.A: That you will find out tomorrow. 

DEEPANKAR: Could be from the ofhice. (He goes to the 
telephone and dials, There is no reply and he comes back to 
SHEILA.) There is no reply. No one in the office. 

SHEILA: Babloo’s letter came today. 

DEFPANKAR; Did it? 

SHEILA: Won't you like to read it? He has written many 
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funny things. 

DEEPANKAR: You perhaps do not know that the teachers 
write these letters on the black board and all the children 
copy them and post them home. All parents get similar 
letters with many funny things from their children. 

SHEILA: Whatever it is, it is after all Babloo who has 
written to us. 

DEEPANKAR: You are right. This is true of all the love 
letters that get written. They too are no one’s original 
writing. These are either from some famous book or 
copied from the dialogue of some film hero. (DEEPANKAR 
does not take the letter and SHEILA puts it back in her bag.) 

If you analyse, you will find that there is nothing original 

in this world. It is as if someone has written down on the 

blackboard that you have to live such a life, and we all do 
live such a life. Sometimes 1 feel that my life would have 
been no different if 1 had married someone else. 

SHEILA: But why did you marry me? 

DEEPANKAR: You know the circumstances. 

SHEILA: If you had wanted... 

DEEPANKAR: If only had I wanted, I could have done many 
things. 1 could have touched the sky. I could have held 
sun, moon and stars in my hands. Had I wanted, 
I could have become moonlight. I think I can, even today, 
do something I want. Only today. 

(DEEPANKAR had got up while talking. He now sits down 

tired.) The pain in my head has started. 

SHEILA: (touches his forehead). You should consult a doctor; 
I have been repeatedly telling you. 

DEEPANKAR: No, it will be all right now. (SAROJ comes and 
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gires him a tablet from her bag.) 

SHEILA: What tablet? 

saro}: Aspirin. For headache. 

sHftLA: Oh, my God! It took me fifteen years to find out. 
To call a headache a pain inside the head is perhaps 
Deepankar's way of speaking. (SANJOY enters. All the 
lights go on.} 

sANjOY: Let's go to the club. Wonderful party there. 
The club is overflowing. This is no time to sit here. 

DEEPANKAR: Today is my birthday. 

sANjOY: Let's be done with your birthday quick, and 
then we go to the club. I want to win all the prizes in 
the party games today. 

DEEPANKAR; Forget the club and listen to me, please. 

sANtOY: I must go back. 1 have a bet to settle. 

DEEPANKAR: Can't you keep away from the club just one 
day? 

sanjory; All right. Do start your birthday. You are 
supposed to perform a miracle today, isn’t it? Let's 
have the miracle. It’s getting delayed. 

DFEPANKAR: Nothing will get delayed today. 1 have 
stopped the sun on its tracks. The sun does not set until 
I have had my resurrection. 

SANJOY: Wonderful dialogue (he claps his hands). Let’s 
have a drink on this. 

DEEPANKAR: Club, drink, party games. Can’t you stay 
away from these even for a day? 

(SANJOY goes to the telephone}. How simple is life for some 

prople. Office and club, club and office. No problems, no 

complications. Air-conditioned office, air-conditioned 
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har. File and chota peg. Small lives are being measured 
into smail pegs and these people are drowning them 
unhesitatinglv. 
(SANJOY says: ‘Just a minute, DEEPANKAR', and 
DEEPANKAR goes to him.) 
SANJOY: You have got the sales figures file with you? Do 
bring the fiJe to the office tomorrow. 
DEEPANKAR; 1 refuse to discuss official matters with you 
now. This is my house, not the office. 
sANJOY: Well. Well. 
DEEPANKAR: And in this house, | am Number One. Not 
vou. 
SANJOY: The Managing Director is coming tomorrow. 
DEEPANKAR: For heaven's sake Sanjoy, stop telling me 
about the office. | have spent fifteen long years of my 
life in the air-conditioned room of your office. A small 
room into which nothing enters except sales figures. A 
room devoid of the light of the sun, colours of the sky 
and the fragrance of the breeze. Fifteen years of my life. 
When ! entered the room, ! was young. I had hopes and 
ambitions. } used to write poetry then. Will you see the 
poems | wrote? 
(DEEPANXAR looks in the table drawers. When he pulls 
out his hand and opens his fingers, there is a revolver in it.) 
SANJOY: Look, you got the revolver instead of your poems. 
DEEPANKAR: That is right. Fifteen years can turn poems 
into revolvers. 
sSANJOY: | hupe it is not loaded. 
{DEEPANKAR breaks it open, looks inside and says: 
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‘loaded’ and puts it in his pocket.) 

DEEPANKAR: In fifteen years, you squeezed everything 
out of me. My memories, my dreams, my youth, my 
individuality. 

SANJOY: You are forgetting the compensation. You are 
getting a fat salary. You got a house. A car. 
Security. All thanks to our Company. God bless our 
Company. 

DEEPANKAR: Salary, house, car, security. ls life confined 
to these only? 

SANjoY: What else do you want in life? 

DEEPANKAR: Tell me about yourself. You are the top 
man in our office. Have you achieved all that you 
wanted. 

SANJOY: I do not know what I wanted, but [ am quite 
happy. I have no regrets. 

DEEPANKAR; 1 think it is only the morons who are happy. 

SANJOY: Stop your philosophy, please. Aren’t you happy 
in your job? Ours is a reputed firm. Good salary. 
Bonus, Prospects of promotion. What more can one¢ 
ask for? 

DEEPANKAR: You won’t understand, for you have no 
salvation. You will rust away in your office room. You 
will not see the light of the sun, nor see the colour of 
the sky. Future generations will one day discover your 
corpse from under the sales figure files. 

SANJOY: That's ghastly talk. 

DEEPANKAR: Nothing is more ghastly than the bare truth. 
When I expose the truth before you, you will find how 
grim it is. 
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SANJOY: I think you are having the strain of work. Why 
don’t you take some leave? 

DEEPANKAR: You have now started acting the benevolent 
boss. 

sANJOY: Well, I’m serious. I may have to force you to go 
on leave. And! have a surprise for you too. 

DEEPANKAR: What do you all want to prove? That you are 
a generous boss? Sheila an ideal wife? Saroj a suffering 
friend? I think you are all using me as an instrument to 
display your goodness. 

SANJOY: You are going soft in the head. 

DEEPANKAR: You are all selfish. Whatever you have told 
me were all lies. 

(The telephone rings. DEEPANKAR does not attend to it. 
He stops SANJOY going to the telephone.) 

SANJOY: You should have taken the call. Could be from 
the Office. 

DEEPANKAR: You are not only a slave of your Company, 
you are a slave of the telephone too. For you it is a little 
black god. Do you know what I feel like sometimes? I 
want to hang myself with the telephone wires. 

(They all gather round DEEPANKAR.) 

SHEILA: Let me now get the cake. 

sANJoOY: I should also be getting along now. We could all 
go to the club. 

SARO]}: I can even now catch the last train. 

DEEPANKAR: Nobody leaves now. You have to stay on till 
your trial is over and I have handed down the verdict. 

SANJOY: What trial? 

DEEPANKAR: You have all conspired to destroy me. 
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SANJOY: Stop this nonsense, please. 

DEFPANKAR: lam the judge. I will try you for your crimes. 
I have no peace till I punish you all. You may now confess 
in your own interest. (They all want to go to their respective 
places.) 

No one makes a move. | will give you exactly ten minutes. 

I have got full-proof evidence against each one of you. 

You have no escape today. (He gestures dramatically at his 

brief-case) Alt the evidence is in there. 

{ They all gather round the brief case on the table. All lights 
go off except the one on DEEPANKAR. He now speaks to the 
audience.) 

See, how scared they are. They know that their guilt 

will be proved, beyond doubt, But do you think they will 

confess? They will think over it, and counsel among 
themselves. But I know they will not confess. I will have 
to go through the trial. 

({DFEPANKAR leaves the stage.) 
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(When the curtain rises after ten minutes, the three are 
still standing around the brief case. They now go back to their 
respective places. SHEILA looks at her watch.) 

SHEILA; It is already ten minutes. Where is Deepankar? 

sANJOY: 1 am going to confess. (SHEILA and SAROJ look 
at him amused.} Ten minutes gone and I am going to, 
confess of my own free will, I, Sanjoy, of sound mind, 
confess that it was a terrible mistake on my part to have 
come here. I also confess that never before had 1 at- 
tended such a birthday party. I also vow that never again 
shall I attend such a party in future. 

SHEILA: (raises her hand as if in oath}. 1, Sheila Deepankar, 
swear in the name of God that all this was Deepankar’s 
doing. 1 did not have an inkling of this. 

sANJjoY: Many thanks, should not the accused now be 
honourably acquitted? And may 1 leave, please? 

SAROJ: Deepankar should be coming now. When we 
have waited for so long. . . . 
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sANjOY: The ten minutes are up. The court should adjourn 
now. 

SHEILA: If vou leave now, you will be guilty of contempt. 

SANJOY: $ will wait for just five more minutes, 

SHEILA: What do we do now? 

sANJoY: { wish I had gone to the club. They are having 
wonderful party games. 

SHEILA: Why don't we play sore games? 

SANJOY: Let's have a guessing game. Let's guess what 
Deepankar proposes doing today. (0 SHEILA) Your guess? 

sHEiLA: {[ think—well, it is a game, and we could imagine 
something really absurd, 1 suppose. 1 think Deepankar 
will renounce the world and become a Sannyasin. 

sAaNjoY: The other day 1 had seen a book with him—“‘Life 
after Death’. Do you think he will call himself Swami 
Deepankar Saraswati? 

SHELA: Will you take initiation from him? 

sANjOY: Only if he can perform the miracle of walking 
on water. 

SHE11LA: What do you think Deepankar wants to do? 

sANjOY: He might be planning to oust me and take my 
place in the company. 

SHEILA: Or to divorce me. 

SANjOY: Or suicide. Just to know what happens after 
death. 

sHErLA: He won't commit suicide, He will commit 
“harakiri'. He always had a flare for the theatrical, He 
might be thinking he is the last samurai. 

sANJOY; Didn't he mention about hanging himself with 
the telephone cord? 
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SHEILA: How ghastly! 

SANJOY: One could commit suicide by taking an overdose 
of sleeping pills. 

SHEILA: Deepankar has a bottle of sleeping pills in his 
pocket. 

SANJOY: He also has a loaded revolver in his pocket. 

SHEILA: He will choose that which is more dramatic. 

SANJOY: Any suicide can be made to appear dramatic. 

SHEILA: How so? 

SANJOY: Take sleeping pills, for instance. Deepankar 
takes an overdose and in the morning people find him 
asleep, his face absolutely composed and peaceful. He 
has the telephone in one hand, as if he was just talking to 
someone. In the other hand he is holding a copy of ‘Life 
after Death’. 

Or take the revolver. We are all standing before him. 
Deepankar delivers a short speech on life and death, and 
holds the revolver to his head. We are unable to do any- 
thing as the face explodes. And then blood on the carpet. 

SAROJ: Stop it, please. What a macabre imagination! 

SHEILA: Let's think of something romantic. 

SANJOY: I'm sure there are neighbours with nubile 
daughters around here. Deepankar elopes with such a 
girl. And in an unknown houseboat in the lakes of 
Kashmir, they sign a suicide pact. 

SHEILA; Oh no; not suicide again. 

SANJOY: Sorry. Deepankar divorces his wife of fifteen 
years and marries this sixteen-year old girl. Then they 
go over to Kashmir for honey-moon. 

SHEILA; See where we have landed. From renunciation of 
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the world and Sonnyas to a second marriage. 

sARO}: 1 think there is not much of a difference between 
the two. Both are forms of escape. 

sANJOY: { To SARO}) what do you think Deepankar wants to 
do? 


sSARO]: Nothing. 
sHFILA: Oh No. Do guess something. This is after all a 
me. 


sano}: [think Deepankar will only see dreams. 

SHEILA; What dreams? 

sAnoO) : He will dream that he has become a bird and would 
want to Ay out to the skies. 

SHEILA: Will he be able to fly away? 

#480}: No. 

5SHtILA: Why can't he do it even in a dream? 

SARO): Because he had barred all the windows before 
dreaming. (The situation becomes rather sullen.) 

sanjor: Deepankar said, the evidence is in the brief case. 
What could it mean? 

sséiLA; tis the bag he takes to the office. What could be in 
there? (She opens the brief case and looks inside). Cheque 
book, passport, car licence, insurance policy, revolver 
licence... 

sanNjor: ls there the file for tomorrow's meeting? 

sMttLA: No Diners’ Club card. Keys for the locker. 

sANjov: Locker? May be the clues to our crime are in 
that locker. 

SHELA: What crime? 

iANJOY : Deepankar perhaps thinks that you have been 
unfarthful to him. 
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SHEILA; Rubbish, 

SANJOY: 1am only telling you about his thinking. 

SHEILA: What is your crime? 

SANJOY: Iam his boss. 

SHEILA: Nonsense. Deepankar said something about a 
conspiracy. Mr. Knowall Sanjoy, what conspiracy! 

SANjOY; That is beyond my imagination. 

(After a while) Eureka. Uve got it. 

SHEILA: So you now know what we were conspiring about? 

sANJoY: Oh no, Not the conspiracy; the proof. When 
Deepankar spoke of proof against us, he was not looking 
at the brief case. He was looking at that packet (he picks 
up the packet). Let's open it, 

SARO]: Why not wait for Deepankar to come back. 

SHEILA: No, we must open it now. How can we prepare 
our defense unless we know the prosccution case? 

SANJOY: (to SHEILA) With your permission (he opens the 
packet). There are only papers inside. 

SHEILA: Not papers. Documents. Deeds. Exhibits. 
Evidence against us. 

SANJOY: This is a letter on blue paper. 

SARO]: I think we should not go through Deepankar’s 
personal papers. 

SHEILA: That is my responsibility. Who has written the 
lerter? 

SANJOY ; No names. Neither at the top, nor at the bottom. 
No clue as to who has written and to whom. But when it 
is written on blue paper. ... 

SHEILA: Love letter, Rcad out what is written. 

sANJoY: I never thought 1 would be writing these tines 
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to you. 

SHEILA: Do continue. 

SANjOY: (puts the lerter back in the envelope.) | have no 
patience with cheap love letters. Now, look at this note 
book. Exhibit numbet two. {he turns over the pages) All 
blank. Not a line written {he passes on the note book to 
SHEILA). 

SHEILA: (urns over the pages) Suddenly, at such a disjointed 
moment, 1 felt that I had become impotent. 

SANjOY: What do you mean? 

SHEILA; It’s all in this book. First chapter. Suddenly, at 
such a disjointed moment, I felt that I had become 
impotent. l 

sARGJ: And then? 

SHEILA: (hands over the note hook to SANJOY)} Nothing. The 
rest js blank. 

sANJoY: lt all sounds mysterious. I! hope it is not 
Deepankar’s diary. But why the first chapter? What do 
you think of it, SHEILA? 

sHerLA: May be. 

sANJjOY; What may be? 

SHEILA: May be not. 

SANjOY: {Picks up another paper) Exhibit number three. 
Appointment letter of our Company. And the letter 
below, strangely, a resignation letter, But there is no 
signature on it. 

SHELA: Thank God. What else is there? 

SANJOY: Two books, ‘Life after Death’ and ‘Hindu Divorce 
Law’. Invitation card of Deepankar’s wedding. Another 
book-—' World Theatre’. And a sealed bottle. 
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SHEILA: What is there in the bottlc? 

sANjOY: No labels. Could be poison. 

SHEILA: Could be ashes given by some Swamiji. 

SARC]: Could be aspirin. 

sAN{OY: A lottery ticket (he puts everything back). The 
prosecution rests now. 

SHEILA: The presecution has failed to establish our guilt. 

SANJOY:; We, the accused, can then leave now? 

saro}: Deepankar should be coming now. Why don’t you 
ring him up? 

sSANJOY: Where could he be? 

SARO]): Why don’t you try the club? 

saNJjorY: 1 should have thought of that earlier, (he picks up 
the phone, then puts it back on the cradle). The telephone is 
dead. Someone seems to have pulled out the cords. 

SHEILA: One can hang onself with a telephone cord. 

SANJoOY: Iam not going to wait any longer. 

{ here is a bell. SANJ OY lifts the telephone.) 
SARO]: The telephone is dead. That was the door bell. 
(SHEILA opens the door. DEEPANKAR enters with a bottle 
in his hand. He is tipsy.) 

DEEPANKAR: I’m sorry, I got late. 1 thought 1 will drop in 
the club for a while. But 1 stayed on longer. Wonderful 
party going on in the club. (They thought he had forgotten 
about the birthday.) But—then I had to come back. Today 
is my birthday. 

SANJ OY , SHEILA, SAROJ — Happy birthday. 

DEEPANKAR: Thank you. Thank you. 

sAnJoY: Let’s have a drink, 

DEEPANKAR: A toast first. 
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SHEILA: Who for? 

DEEPANKAR: (takes a sip from the bottle). For the girls I could 
not love, (takes another sip), for the promises I could not 
keep, (another sip) and for the dreams I could not have. 

SANJoY: None for your birthday? 

DEEPANKAR: Oh, yes. Today is my birthday. I wanted to 
do something today. What was it that I wanted? Didn’t 
I tell you something when I left? (He is worried that he 
cannot remember it. He sits down with his head in his hand.) 

SARO]J: You were telling us that you will try us. 

SANJOY: We are all innocent. We plead not guilty. 

SHEILA: There is no evidence against us. 

DEEPANKAR: That will be decided at the trial. 

SHEILA: Let’s get on with the birthday first. Look, what 
I have brought you for a present. (She gives a necktie to 
DEEPANKAR.) 

SANJOY: (hands over a piece of paper). Surprise for you. An 
advancé increment. 

DEEPANKAR: How about you, Saroj? 

(SaArRO} removes a rose from her hair, and puts it on 
DEEPANKAR’S coat.) 
Necktie, advance increment, a rose. What a lack of 
imagination. Do you think Sanjoy, you can lure me away 
from my goal with this increment paper? You can 
frustrate all my plans? 

SANJOY: You don’t know how much 1! had to work with 
the Head Office for this. 

DEEPANKAR: This may be very valuable for you; but for 
me today, it is only a scrap of paper. I think this piece of 
paper is a part of your conspiracy against me; I can tear 
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it up into bits (But he docs not tear it). You can take it 
back. (sHerLa takes the paper and keeps it in her bag.) 
sANJoY: 1 think I should be leaving now. 

SHEILA: (to DEEPANKAR) What do you mean by insulting 
everyone? You must apologise to Sanjoy. 

DEEPANKAR: 1am the judge. You are all defendants. 

SHEILA: We have had enough of this. Do stop this nonsense. 

SANJOY: We meet tomorrow morning at eight, Deepankar. 

DEEPANKAR: Why do you want to leave now? The club is 
closed, The last train is also gonc. 

sANJOY: Thanks for the evening. 1 must leave now. 

DEEPANKAR: No one leaves. Today, I decide what will 
happen. You are forgetting that you are all creatures of 
my imagination. You do not exist outside my dreams. 
IH snap my fingers, and you will all vanish. 

sANjoY: Wonderful dialogue. But then I have no patience 
left to stay on. 

DEEPANKAR: Sanjoy, you have to be the first accused to be 
tried. {SAN}jOY wants to go: but DEEPANKAR pulls out the 
rerolrer.} Get back to your seats. No one leaves the court 
room antil the trial is nver. 

SHEILA: Put back the revolver, It’s loaded. 

sANJOY: Don't be childish. There may be an accident. 

NEFPANKAR: There will be no accidents today. Everything 
will happen the way I want them. 

SARO] : Put back the revolver. 

DEEPANKAR; Who are you to tell me. | am the director of 
the show today. Take back your necktie, Sheila (SHEILA 
comes towards him.) Not so close; don’t you see the 
revolver in my hand. (SHEILA takes back the necktie. } Saroj, 
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take back your rose now. 

sano}: You can throw it away if you wish. 

DEEFANKAR: (Throws the flower) Order. The Court is now 
in session. Accused number one, Shri Sanjoy. (He points 
the rerolver and SAN]JOY mores into an imaginary dock.) 

saNJoYy: All right. Let me see it through. 

SHEILA: This is almost like a party game. 

DEEPANKAR: Contempt. Sheila, | warn you. (He points the 
revolver at SANJOY.) 

SANJOY: (Before DEEPANKAR says anything.) I, Sanjoy, do 
swear in the name of God that 1°1] speak the truth, the 
whole truth and nothing but the truth. But please may I 
know what is my crime? Is it because I am your friend, or 
is it because { am your boss? 

DEEPANKAR: {Does not reply to him. He hands over a piece of 
paper to SAN)oY.)} What is this paper? 

S4NjOY: You cannot force one to bear witness against 
himself. It is against Law. 

DEEPANKAR: This is my Law. 

SAN}jOY: This trial is a fraud. The so-called court is just a 
sitting room. The man calling himself the judge is 
my subordinate. 

DEFPANKAR: Contempt again (he gestures with his revolver 
this ume). Do you see this paper? 

SANJOY: This is your appointment letter. 

DEEPANKAR: Does your name find mention on this paper? 

SANJOY: No. There was no need for it. 

DEELPANKAR : There was, When ! joined, ! should have been 
told about the man 1 was staking my future to. Look at 
this other paper. What does it say ? 
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SANJOY: A resignation letter. 

DEEPANKAR: Whose? 

sANJjOY: It is not signed. 

DEEPANKAR: Could it be yours? 

SANJOY: Never, 

DEEPANKAR: Why not? 

SANJOY: I am quite happy with my job. [ have never 
thought of resignation. 

DEEPANKAR: You have perhaps never lacked contentment 
in life. But it is also a crime to be content. Do you know 
why there is no signature on this paper. The signing 
hand has been stopped every time with the lure of an 
increment. (He shows the note book to SANJOY.} Do you 
know why this book has remained blank? 

SANJoY: Not exactly blank. There is a written line in that. 

DEEPANKAR: What is written? 

sANJOY: Suddenly, at such a disjointed moment, 1 felt 
that I had become impotent. 

DEEPANKAR: Why did you have such a feeling? 

sANJOoY: Not me. It is the writer of this line. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever had such a feeling? 

SANJjOY; (With a slight hesitation) No. 

DEEPANKAR: What wvath did you take betore giving 
evidence? 

SANJOY: $f swear in the name of God that I will speak the 
truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you believe in God? 

SANJOY: Yes, 

DEEPANKAR: In ghosts? 

SANJOY: No, 
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DEEPANKAR : Do vou believe in destiny? 

sANJOY : (ofter some hesitation) Yes. 

DEFPANKAR: Had you seen a note book like this one before? 

sAnNfOY: Yes, in the office. 

DEFPANKAR: What was written in it? 

sANjoY; It was the register for sales figures. 

DFEPANKAR: Have you seen a marriage register? 

SANjOY: You know [ am unmarried. 

DEFPANKAR: You know Sheila? 

sanjay: What do you want to say? 

DFFPANKAR: Do you know Sheila? 

sANJOY: Yes. 

DFEPANKAR: How well? 

SAN}jOY: {He gestures rather dramatically.) She is my friend's 
wife. 1 have given her all the respect due to a friend's 
wife. 

DEEPANKAR: (Shows him a book) You see this book? 

SANJOY: We all saw it a short while ago. 

DEEPANKAR: What is the chapter heading where your 
finger is? 

sANJOY: The Art of Acting. 

DEEPANKAR: Did you ever need to read this chapter? 

5ANJOY: No. 

BEEPANKAR: Have you ever purchased lottery tickets? 

SANJOY: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Is it because they do not pay you well. 

SANjOY: Oh, no. 

DFEPANKAR: Have you any views on the Divorce Law? 

s4NfOY: No. 

DEEPANKAR : Have you ever tried to write poetry? 
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SANJOY: No. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you cver tried to be moonlight? 

SANJOY: No. 

DEEPANKAR: What is the colour of the sky? 

SANSOY: Blue. 

DEEPANKAR: Always? 

SANJOY: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: When you came back from the club, who 
opened the door for you? 

SANJOY: 1 do not remember. 

DEEPANKAR: (unexpectedly) What is your relationship with 
Sheila? 

SANJOY:; I have already told you. 

DEEPANKAR: What is it in your hand? 

SANJOY : (Opens his hand to show a key) A key. 

DEEPANKAR: Could it be a duplicate key for my house? 
(SHEILA was getting annoyed, and with this question comes 
forward.) 

SHEILA: The question is irrelevant and malicious. 

DEEPANKAR: Thank you. Accused number two, Mrs. 
Sheila. 

SHEILA: {think my crime is that Iam married to you. 

DEEPANKAR: Oath first. 

SHEILA: (Takes the book from DEEPANKAR). |] swear by the 
Gita that 1 will speak the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth. 

DEEPANKAKR: Thank you. Now read the title of the book. 

SHEILA: Divorce Law. Abridged edition, 

DEFPANKAR :; Your nam¢e please. 

SHEILA: Sheila—Sheila Deepankar. 
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DEEPANKAR: Which is the correct one? Sheila or Sheila 
Decpankar? 

SHEILA: Both. 

DEFPANKAR: (Shows her the Jetter) what is it ? 

SHEILA: A love letter. 

DEFPANKAR:; Have you ever written such letters. 

SHEILA: No. 

DEEPANKAR: (Shows another paper) And this paper? 

sHEnA: ttis the invitation letter of our wedding. 

DEEPANKAR: Did Sanjoy attend our wedding. 

SHEILA: | don't know. 

DEEPANKAR: You know what is written in the note book. 

SHEILA: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: When did such a feeling come? 

SHEA: At such a disjointed moment. 

DEEPANKAR: Was it literal or metaphorical? 

SHEILA: May be both. 

DEEPANKAR : Could one snare a man with a necktie? 

SHEILA: | do not know. 

DEFPANKAR: Could one measure life with the burning 
candles on a birthday cake? 

SHEILA: | do not know. 

DEFPANKAR: Which is bigger? One or two? 

SMEIEA: Two, of course. 

DEEPANKAR: Will you be happy if I write poems? 

SHEILA: May be. 

DEFPANKAR: How well do you &now Sanjoy? 

sHel.A: He is your friend. 

DFEPANKAR: Have you ever acted? 

SHEILA: No. i 
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DEEPANKAR: Do you think there is life after death? 

SHEITA: | don't know. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you know what my blood pressure is? 

SHEILA; I do not remember. 

NEEPANKAR: Who has the keys of this house. 

SHEILA: { have. 

DEEPANKAR: May I see them? (SHEiLA takes them out of her 
bag and shows them.) Thank you. Do you have aspirin 
tablets in your bag? 

SHEILA: No. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you have a rose in your hair? 

SHEILA: No. 

PEEPANKAR: Do you know what our bank batance is ? 

SHEILA: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Close your eyes (SHEILA closes her eyes} Do 
you see any dreams? 

SHEILA: 1 see only darkness. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever lost your keys? 

SHEILA: No. 

DEFPANKAR: Or gone astray? 

SHEILA! Nao. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever wanted me? 

SHEILA: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you ever got me? 

SHEILA: Sometimes. 

DEEPANKAR: Do you plead guilty, 

SHEILA: 1am innocent. I have not done anybody any harm. 

DEFPANKAR: Thank you. Now accused number three, 
Saroj. Take your oath by God that you will speak the 
truth. 
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tARO}: | do not believe in God. 

nrtPANKAR: Who do you believe in? Destiny? Then 
swear in the name of Destiny. 

sARO]: There is no need for any oath. 1 will speak only the 
truth. 

DEEPANKAR: And nothing but the truth. 

SAO}: You very well know that | have never spoken any- 
thing but the truth. 

DEEPANKAR: Your name is Rose or Saroj. 

sARO}: Saroj. 

DEEPANKAR: This pull-over you are knitting, what is the 
design? 

sARO}: Two purl and four knit. 

DEEPANKAR : What is your favourite flower? 

sano}: Rose. 

DEEPANKAR : Can the flowers of the park wear saries? 

sano}: Well, they can. 

DEFEPANKAR: Can you switch over from sari to frock? 

anos: Maybe I can. 

DEEPANKAR: You love your husband? 

SAMO): Yes. 

DESPANK AR: Did not you say that you will speak nothing 
bot the truth? 

sAMO): Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: What is the definition of love? 

s4m0}: Not everything needs to be comprehended through 
definition. 

DtErPAMKAR: How many days has july? 

s480}: Thirty-one 

DEFPANKAR : (Shows the latter Who wrote it? 
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SARO]: An immature girl. 

DEFPANKAR: Could life be awaiting from one letter to 
another? 

SARO}: Sometimes, Four some people. 

DEEPANKAR: Could life be a procession? 

SAROJ: [t could be. Sometimes. For some people. 

DEEPANKAR: Wedding or funeral? 

SAROJ; Sometimes wedding. Sometimes funeral. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you got all that you wanted out of life? 

sARO); Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Have you got your keys in your bag? 

SARO]J: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Could those keys open the doors of this 
House? 

SARO]: I never tried. 

DEEPANKAR: Io you remember the past ? 

SARO]: Yes. 

DEEPANKAR: Did you try to forget? 

SARO]: It is not necessary to forget. 

DEEPANKAR: Where is a flower more beautiful? In the 
park or in someone's button-hole. 

SARO]J: A tlower is beautiful anywhere. 

DFEEPANKAR; Is flower a definition of love? 

SAROJ: Not everything needs to be comprehended through 
definition. 

DFEPANKAR: Js not remembering a crime? 

SARO]J: No. 

DEEPANKAR: If 1 say, to love is a crime. 

SARO] : You will be wrong. 

DEEPANKAR: (He was now tired and seemed to be losing interest) 
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Thank vou. It is now proved beyond doubt from your 
testimony that you are all guilty. You are all responsible 
for mv present condition. | am now going to sentence 
vou. 

SANJOY: Don’t play with that revolver, for heaven's sake, 

SHEILA: The game is now over. 

DEEPANKAR: Game? You never took me seriously Sheila. 
I will punish you first, (He lifts the revolver. SHEILA screams. ) 

SARO}: Put it back. 

DEEPANKAR: Who are you to tell me? 

{SARO} comes forward and takes away the revolver from 
DEEPANKAR. From that moment, DEEPANKAR suddenly looks 
weary and exhousted and on the verge of collapse.) 

Thank vou. It is rather late. You may all go now. 

SANJOY: We are not leaving. The game has just begun. 

DEEPANKAR: | am tired. 

SANJOY: But the show must go on. The court has not 
adjourned. We are going to try you now, Take your 
oath. 

DEEPANKAR: 1swear in the name of God that I will speak the 
truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth? 1 plead 
guilty. You may punish me. 

iANJOY:; But we cannot punish you without a trial. We 
will have a trial first. 

DEFPANKAR: Please have pity on me. 1 cannot answer any 
of your questions now. 

(DEEPANKAR starts taking off his clothes to go to bed. He 
moves from bench to desk to couch, throwing his coat, tie, shoes 
ubout. SHEILA and SANJOY keep on badgering him with their 
questions, as he moves.) 
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SANJOY: Your name please. 

SHEILA: Is it Swami Deepankar? 

SANJOY: Give a few quotations from Shakespeare. 

SHEILA: If a letter is not addressed to anyone, does it mean 
that it is intended for you? 

SANJOY: You remember the sales figures? 

SHEILA: What is the definition of love? 

SANJOY!: What is the definition of the telephone? 

SHEILA: Of God? 

SANJOY:; Do you know how poems transform themselves 
into a revolver? 

SHEILA: Can you cut a cake with a revolver? 

SANJoY: Are all impotent people cowards? 

SHEILA: Are all cowards impotent? 

sANJoy: Which is a crime, being number one or being 
number two? 

SHEILA: Can the saris wear flowers of the park? 

SANJoY: Can the parks wear saris of flowers? 

SHEILA: Is life a lottery? 

SANJOY: Can you keep love in a locker? 

SHEILA: Can you open someone's heart with a key? 

DEEPANKAR: Please forgive me. 1 do not know anything. 

SANJOY: Thank you, We have finished our examination. 
(To SARO]) Your witness. (SAROJ stands before DEEPANKAR 
and looks into his eyes. DEEPANKAR lowers his eyes.) 

DEEPANKAR: lam tired, 

SARO}: I have only one question for you. 

DEEPANKAR: I'l! not be able to answer any question now. 

SARO}: Just one question. 

DEEPANKAR: Have pity on me. 
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SARO]: My question is : Have you ever been in love? Except 
with yourself? 

(DEEPANKAR looks helpless at SARO], and lies down on the 
couch.) 

DEEPANKAR: It is very late in the night, (He closes his eyes.) 
All is darkness now. (He falls asleep. All the lights go on, 
and the mysterious atmosphere vanishes.) 

sANJoY: Many thanks, Sheila. Nice evening. 

SHEILA: Evening? It is late night now. 

SANJOY: A very unusual birthday. 

SHEILA: Deepankar is asleep. 

SANjoY: He has a fertile imagination. 

(SAROJ picks up DEEPANKAR'S coat, tie, etc. and arranges 
the room.) 

SANJOY: | must leave now. 

SHEILA: Let me see you to the door. 

(SANJOY and SHEILA walk to the door, SARO] pulls a 
wrapper over DEEPANKAR, goes back to the park bench, and 
sits down, tired. 

She remembers the revolver in the bag, takes it out and 
puts it in the drawer. She goes back to the bench. 

Now she sees the rose on the floor. She picks it up, and 
pins it on DEEP ANKAR's coat. 

She goes back to the bench and waits for SHEILA, as the 
stage goes dark.) 
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